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Ps AL M XLII. 7. KCV. 2. 
Sing ye Praiſes with Underſtanding. 


Let us come before his Preſence with Thankſgiving, 
and make a joyful Noiſe unto him with Pſalms, 


.CoLlosstANs 111. 16. 


in Pſalms, and Hymns, and ſpiritual Songs, feng 
ing with Grace in your Hearts to the ns | 
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R E A D E R. 


N the Year. 17 57 was publiſtied 

A Collection of Ps AL Ms and 

« Hymns for Divine Worſhip "# 

in the following Year it was re- 
printed, with ſome Alterations nd 
Emi, for the particular Uſe of 
a very conſiderable Congregation . 

The Peruſal of thoſe Performances 

gave riſe to this Undertaking, and 
it was judged proper to enlarge the 
Plan. N 
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* Printed for J. Noon, - J. Wavcn, in 
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| D thou, my Soul, in Geral Lays - - 15 


E 
EN my God, without Delay - - 76 
Eternal Source of ey'ry Joy - - - - - 130 


Exalt the Lord our God 130 
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ATHER, I bleſs thy gentle Hand - - - 175 
Firm was my Health, uy Day was 

brighngWmWW228gT2Q2eQ/mt———— - = 108 


' Firm and unmov'd are they —— - - = 186 


For ever bleſſed be the Lord - - - - 216 
From deep Diſtreſs and troubled Thoughts 192 


From loweſt Depths of Woe - - » - -- - 19T 
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n Ive Thanks to God, he reigns above - 146 
Give Thanks to God, the ſov' reign _ 
Lord UDP ” ©» 2ST <@w - w a, „ o co - o 200 


Give Thanks to God moſt high - - 201 
Give to our God immortal Praiſe - - - - 203 
' Give to the Lord, ye Sons of Fame - - - 110 
God is the Refuge of his Saint 63 


God of my Life look gently down - - - - 61 
God of my Childhood and my Youth — 87 
God of eternal Love — - 45 
God of my Mercy, and my Praiſe - - 
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God my Supporter and my Hope - 89 


God who is good and juſt - = - 48 
Good is the Lord, the heav'nly King - - 82 


Great Former of this various Frame 135 
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Giese God, attend while Sion fings 's's = 
Great God, indulge my humble Slam 13 
Great Gad, the eaten well-order'd Frame 
Great God, whoſe univerſa]'s way —— 
Great is the Lend oay'God — — '& 
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[Jar not the Lord, may Thael thy - - 184 
Happy the Man Whoſe cautious Feet 3 
Happy is he that fears the Lord. dr. 
Have Mercy, Lord, on me 21 
He that hath made his Refuge God - -- 5 


Heir me, O God” vor hide thy Face 3 

High im the Helens, eternal Gd 5 

Netetgns; the Cord, the Saviour reigns 3127 
Hes that hath Ged for his Retreat 123 ; 
How bleſt is he who ne'er conſent - 1 
How did my Heart rejoice” to hear 181 
How long wilt thou "conceal thy Face - 117 
How pleafant, how divinely fai: 118 
How pleafant *tis-to. ſeee 25. — — 196 
New pleas'd and bleft was Iq 182 
_ that the 2 25 ſeeute their Hanne — 166 


17 Love the Lord, M heard my Cites _ 159 
I will extol thee, Lord, on high + - 10% 
Ell praife my Maker with my Breaen 22 
Jehevah reigns, let all the Earth - « - 25 
Jehovah reigns, he dwells in Light - = 125 
Jehovah reigns, let therefore all --- - 129 
Jeſus, our Lord, aſcend thy Throne - - 152 
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vill A, Table to the PSAL Ms. i 
If God ſucceed not, all the Coft ,-. - - -. - 188 
If God to build the Houſe de deny.' =; - ».=, - 189 
In all my vaſt Concerns with thee , - - -,-, 200, 
In God's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe - 35 
Into thy Hand, O God of Truth - - 109 


Joy to the World, the Lord is come 106 
Is there Ambition in my * - - — 193 


„ vt. lac peo bat 
15 all the Juſt to Go an «£7; 
os Let all. the Earth their Voices raiſe - 127 
Let all the Nations of the World - - 167 
Let all the Heathen Writers join.,- - » 168 
Let Children hear the mighty Deeds 118 
Let ev'ry, Creature joii 227 
Let ey'ry Tongue thy Goodneſs ſpeak. = +229 
Let Sinpers take their Courſe - - - - - » 72 
Let Sion in her King rejoice -- - 64 
Long as I live I'll bleſs thy Name - - — 31 
Lord, Lam thine, but thou wilt prove - 13 
Lord, I will bleſs thee all my Days - - 54 
Lord, I would ſpread my ſore Diſtreſs - - 70 
Lord, I have made thy Word my Choice 169 
Lord, if thy Eyes ſurvey our Faults - - - 100 
Lord, in the Morning thou ſhalt hear - - 35 


Lord of the Worlds above —— — 9 
Lord, thou haſt ſearch'd, and ſeen me thro? 2056 
Lord, tis a pleaſant thing to ftand/ « + - 124 
Lord, what a feeble Piece - - - - - - 102 
Lord, what is Man, poor feeble Man — 217 
Lord, when. I. count thy Mercies oer 212 
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A Table to the Ps ALMS. ix 
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M* God, my everlaſting Hope 88 
My God, my King, thy various 
Pniſ e 2 p 218 
My God, in whom are all the Springs - 74 
My God, permit my Tongue - - 7 
My God, the Steps of pious Men 
My never-ceaſing Song ſhall ſhow - - - - 
My righteous Judge, my gracious God 215 


My Shepherd is the living Lord 
My Soul inſpir'd with facred Love 
My Soul lies cleaving to the Duſt - - - 174 


My Soul, repeat his Praiſe - » -,- - - - 140 

My Soul, thy great Creator praiſe - - 14% 

'My Spirit looks to God alone 75 
1 


OT to ourſelves, who are but Duſt - 158 
Now may the God of Power and | 
Gracte =---- 42 


How ſhall my folemn Vows be paid - - - II4 
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O Barra, praiſe thy mighty God - 223 
O bleſſed Souls are they - - - - - — 51 

O bleſs the Lord, my Soul - - - - - - - 139 
O come, loud — let us ſing - - - 23 
O for a Shout of ſacred Joy - - - - - - = 65 


O God of Hoſts, the mighty Lord - - - 93 
O God of Mercy, hear my Call - - - 71 
D God, to whom all Creatures bow - - - 16 
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A Table to the PSAL MVS. 


O happy Man, whoſe Soul is fill'd - - - 
© how I love thy Law 
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O let us all give Thanks to God -'- - - -" 


O Lord, our heav'nly Ring 
O Lord, thy Mercy, my ſure Hope - - 
O praiſe the Lord, whom Ages paſt - - 
© praiſe the Lord in that bleſt Place 
O render Thanks to God above 
O that the Lord would guide my Ways 
O that thy Statutes ev'ry Hour - - - - - 
O thou that hear'ſt when Sinners ery = - 


O thou whoſe Grace and Juſtice reign =. 


O what a pleaſant Work it is 
Of Juſtice and of Grace I ſing 


Our God, our Help in Ages -paſt - - - 
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Rarse God within that ſacred Place 
Praiſe waits in Sion, Lord, for thee 
Praiſe ye the Lord, the Lord is good - 
Praife ye the Lord, my Heart ſhall join - 
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Praiſe ye Lord, tis good to raiſe - - - - 


Preſerve me, Lord, from wicked Hands - 


N.. 
| R joick, ye Righteous, in the Lord - 
Remember, Lord, our mortal State 
Return, O God of Love, return 
258 8 
Hine, mighty God, on Britain ſhine 


Sing all ye Nations to the Lord - - - 


Sing to the Lord Jehovah's Name 
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Sing to the Lord with joyful Voice 132 
Sing to the Lord a new. made Song = =, = 24 
Songs of immortal Praiſe belong 153 


Sure there's a righteous God - 
Sweet is the Mem'ry of thy Grace 
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Sweet is the Manne Gods. Ar s = 103 h 
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EAch me the Meaſufe of my Days: - - * | 
That Man i is bleſs'd who. Rands i n awe 1 54 


Thee will I bleſs, my God and King = - » 
The God of our Salvation hears, - - — 
The Heavens declare thy Glory, Lord 
The Jews he freed from Pharaoh's Hand . 
The Lips that with Deceit abound , = - - - 
The Lord in Heay'n hath fix'd his bebe - 
The Lord himſelf, the mighty Gd 
'The Lord, how wondrous are his Ways - 
The Lord Jehovah reigns — — —— 
The Lord of Glory is my Light —— 
The Lord, the udge before bis Throne | 
The Lord my Shepherd is ä 


The Man is ever bleſ - = --- - - 


The ſpacious Firmament on hig 


Think, mighty God, on feeble Man - 
This is the Day the Lord hath made - 
This ſpacious Earth is all the Lord's. 


Thou art my Portion, © my God -- - - - | 
Thou, Lord, by ſtricteſt Search haſt (TS 
Thy Mercies fill the Earth, O Lord = - - 
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Thy. Mercies, Lord, ſhall be my Song - 22 
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A Table to the Psatws. 


by Mercy, Lord, to me extend « « 
Thy Wotks of Glory, mighty Lord - - - 


Tho” wicked Men grow rich or great 
Thro' all the changing Scenes of Life - - 
Thro' ev'ry Age, eternal Gd. 
Tis by thy Strength the Mountains ſtand 


To bleſs thy choſen Race 
To God I cry'd with mournful Voice - -, 
To God, in whom I truft — 8 — - * 
To God i my grateful Soul. aſcends - - - - - 


To God the great, the ever bleſt - - - - 
To God whole Care I've ever been - - - - 
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To God with mournful Voice - - - - - - - 


To God your grateful Voices raiſe - - - - 


To thee, O Lord, my Cries aſcend - - - 21 


Twas from thy Hand, my God, 1 came . 
| V 


Vo are thy Works, almighty Lord, - 
Up to the Hills I lift mine Eyes -'S - 


Upward I lift mine Eyes — — * 


ä — —— — - W ba 3 
E bleſs the Lord, the juſt, the good - 


We love thee, Lord, and we adore 
What ſhall I render to my God = - - - - 


When Chriſt to Judgment ſhall deſcend - 
When Iſrael freed from Pharaoh's Hand- 
When Iſrael fins, the Lord reproves - - - 
When I with pleaſing Wonder ſtand - - - 
When God is nigh, my Faith is ftrong - - 
When God proyok'd with daring Crimes 
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When God reveal'd his gracious Name - - 187 
When the great Judge ſupreme and juſt - 112 
When us to ſeek thy glorious Face - - - - 49 
Where ſhall the Man be found = - - - - 49 
Where ſhall we go to ſeek and find - - - 193 
Why doth the Lord ſtand off ſo far - - - - 112 
Why do the Men of Malice rage 
Why ſhould I vex my Soul -- - - 58 
With all my Pow'rs of Heart and Tongue 204 
With my whole Heart I'll raiſe my Song 113 
With my whole Heart I've ſought thy Face 171 
With one Conſent let all the Earth - - 131 

With Reverence let the Saints appear 
With Songs and Honours ſounding loud 224 
Who ſhall aſcend thy beav'nly Place - - - 12 
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Who ſhall inhabit in thy Hill - -- - 11 
Would you behold the Works of God 147 
* 

* boundleſs Realms of Joy. - - - 29 

Ye holy Souls in God rejoice - -- 53 
Ye Iſlands of the Northern Se 105 


Ye Saints and Servants of the Lord - - 29 
Ye Servants of th' almighty King - - 156 


Ye Tribes of Adam join - - - - - - - - 226 
Ye that delight to ſerve the Lord - - - - - 155 


Ye that obey the immortal King 197 
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To find any H Y M N by the firſt Lins: 
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2 God, thy pow'rful Word - 250 
All mortal Vanities be gone 343 

And are we now brought near to God 
And art thou with us, gracious Lord. — -\ 
And muſt this Body die 360 
And now. all you, who have obtain'd - - - - 400 
And now, my Soul, another Year = - - 398 


} 


And will the Majeſty of Heav in 270 
And will thy Table, Lord, be ſpread-— 352 
And- will th' eternal King = - =, 388 


At thy Command, our deareſt Lord - - - 364 

Attend my Ears, my Heart rejoice - - - - 334 

Awake our Souls, away our Fears - - 273 

Awake, ye Saints, and raiſe your Eyes - 305 
B | | 

B E thou exalted, O my God = =- - - - 313 

Before the Lord our Maker we - - - 4. 


Begin my Tongue ſome heav'nly Theme 
Behold the Path that Mortals tread - - - - 254 
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Behold the gloomy Vale - = - 255 
Behold the Glaſs the Goſpel lends - - - - 276 
Behold the Son of God, he comes - 307 


. Behold th' amazing Sight - - - - - - - - 339 
Behold, the Grace appezrs - - - - 340 
Behold, what wondrous Grace - <- - - - - 346 


Bleſs, O my Soul, the living God - - - - 240 
Bleſt are the humble Souls which ſee - - - 321 


Bleſt be the everlaſting God - - - - - - - 344 


Bleſt is the Man who = the Place 280 
Bleſt is the Man who fears the Lord 262 


Bleſt Morning, whoſe young dawning Rays 356 


NOns, deateſt Lord, deſcend and dwell 377 
Come hither, all ye weary Souls - - 379 


Come let us join our chearful Songs 375 


Come, we who love the Lord - = - - - - 297 
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D 
Earn may diſſolve my Body now - 379. 
Do not I love thee, O my Lord 349 


E 


I AT, Drink, in Mem' ry of your Friend 348 
Eternal God, our humbled Souls - - 412 


Den Source of ev'ry Joy — - - - - - 260 


FAITH is the brighteſt Evidence - +» - 318 
Father of Lights, we fing thy Name - 320 


Father of all, enthron'd above - - 266 
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G2 me ths Os of Faith to riſe 372 

God of my Life, thro” all its Days - 247. 

God of my Life, thy conſtant Care - - - - 297 

God of the Morning, at whoſe Voice '- - 312 

God is a Spirit juſt and wiſe - - - = - » 277 - 

God, who in various Methods told — - - .330 

Grace is a charming Sound = © = - 34 

Great God of Heav'n and Nature riſe - - 403 

Great God, to thee my grateful Tongue - - 267 - 
Great God, to what a glorious Height - - 375 
Great God, thy Glories ſhall employ = - 391 
Great God, we ſing that mighty Hand 395 
Great is the Lord, his Works of Might - 390 
Great Source of Life, out Souls confeſs - 256 


Great v was the Day, the Joy was great 379 
[4 haiti, ; tt 

H= I the - Tod of Greeks and Jews 381 
Hail to the Prince of Life and Peace 332 
Happy the Heart where Graces reign - - - 299 
Hark from the Tombs a doleful Sound- 288 
Hark the glad Sound, the Saviour comes - 329 
Hear what the Voice from Heav'n pro- 
| claims hon m=n==>23- - > 26 
Hoſanna, with a chearful Sound \KEEES © 
Hoſanna to the Prince of Light » - = 357 
How are thy Servants bleſt, O Lord - - - 394 
How beauteous are their Feet 341 
How gracious and how wiſe - - » - - - - 272. 
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Page 
How gentle God's Commands 279 
How rich are thy Proviſions, Lord - - 366 
How rich thy Favours, God of Grace By 
How ſhort. and haſty is our Life vn iy 
How ſwift the Torrent rolls... +,- ++ - - = 306 


How wondrous great,, bow. glorious —_ 471 
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px not aſham'd o | n n Ford, x1 — 378 
I ſend the Joys of of away 5 » 292 


Jehovah, tis a glotiaus Name > - 315 
Jeſus adorn d with Grace divine, -.- - 307 
- Felus is gone, above the Skies _—_ NE 
Teftrs , how'preciops is thy Name — — 369 
Folk all the glorious Names. 4 _— — 5 0 
In glad Amazement, Lord, T land. - - --, 246, 
Indulgent God, with pitying Eye 1 300; 

dulgent Soy reign of the Skies - - - - - 268 
In Realms of everlaſting Light - - - - - - 361 


Ig yirgy, ye Pilgrims, for the, Way — 31 


| 15 ug ch. mighty Hower of; God - - - + 


fing my Saviour's wondrous Death - 373 
W the kind Return , > y - a-- > -.- + IIS 
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Ire daa Grories crown - - -< 3 wah 

Let Men of high Conceit and Zeal - 45 
Let others boaſt how ſtrong they be 45 
Let all our Tongues, be one 22 . 
Let us adore the gracious "Word" - = ===» 352 
Lift up, ye Saints, your weeping, Eves - = 298, 
Look back, my Soul, again regard - 35L 


A Table to the HY MNS. 2 
Long have I ſat beneath the Sound. = = 284 
Lord, how thy Wonders are diſpfayd - 294 
Lord, how ſecure and bleſt are they - - - 300 
Lord, I eſteem thy Judgments right - - - 277 
Lord, thou art good, all Nature he ws 248 
Lord, thou wilt hear me whey I pray - 259 
Lord, we adore thy. wondrous Nane 247 
Lord; what a feeble Frame is ours —— = 252 
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ARK the ſoft falling So 414 
My dear Redeemer, and my Lord 372 
My drowly Pow'rs why ſleep yo-fo -'- 1-2 282 
My God, my Father, I adove''s 2 5 85 
My God, the Covinant of thy Love neg 314 
My God, whoſe all-pervading Exe 244 
My Soul, come meditate the Day 303 

My Soul, the Minutes haſte away 25 
My een 1 extend thy . —— 236 
' hw. - N N 128 | n 


1 
ATURE, with all her Pow'rs, hall fag 407 
No, I ſhall envy them no more - — 287 
Nor Eye hath ſeen, nor Ear hath heard - 335 
Not diff rent Food, or diff rent Dreſs— 383 
Not to the Terrors of the Lord - - 371 


Not with our mortal Eyes - - - - - - - - 378 
Now by the Bowels of my Lord + - = - - 356 
Now let our Pains be all forgot - - - 362 


Naw let. our mourning Hearts reviye - = », 46 


Now let the Ae World argund _— - 384 
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Now to the Lord that makes us know - - 346 

363 of God ſupremne 324 
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0 For an overcoming Faith - - 374 

O God, by whoſe all-bounteous Hand 389 
O God, my Saviour and my King - - - - 355, 
© Ifracl, thou art blet - - » - - - - - - 389 
O Lord, how excellent thy Name - - 233 
O may the joyful Voice of Praiſe - - - - 416 
Once more, my Soul, the rifing Day - - 309 
Others may tell of famous Things - - 351 
Our heav'aly Father calls - < - - 33t 
Our Souls with pleaſing Wonder view + - 261 
Our Spirits join t' adore the Lamb - - 363 
O vital * of heav'nly Flame 2358 
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Paas evelefiing Praiſe be paid . - 302 
Praiſe to the Lord, whoſe mighty Hand 410 
Praiſe to the Sov'reign of the Sky - - - 269 
| I Arsz your triumphant Songs - - 359 
Remark, my Soul, the narrow Bounds 396 
Riſe, Tife, wy! Soul, and leave the Ground - 281 
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Quararies doth to God belong - - - - wh 
— Say, ſhould we ſearch the Globe around 418 


Ses. Iſrael's gentle Shepherd ſtand - - - - - 337 
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Shepherd of Iſrael, thou doſt keep = - . 402 


Shine on our Souls, eternal God +- - 316 
Shout to the Lord, and let our Joys - 40B 
Sing, Britons, with triumphant Voice . 415 
Sing to the Lord, who loud proclaims - - - 242 
Sing to the Lord, ye heav'nly Hoſts - - - 271 
Sing to the Lord, who built the Skies - - 295 
So let our Lips and Lives expreſs - - -.- 380 
Sov'reign of Life, I own thy Hand - - 313 
Stand up, my Soul, ſhake off thy Fears - - 358 
Stoop down, my Thoughts, that uſe to riſe - 296 
Strait is the Way, the Door is ſtrait - - - 283 
Sweet is the Mem'ry of thy Grace 420 


T 

HEE we adore, eternal Name - .. 286 

The Creatures, Lord, confeſs thy 
Hand - 413 
The Day approacheth, O my Soul: > | <4 30g 
The dear Delights we here enjoy. - - - - 290 
The Glories of my Maker Gd - - - 323 
The King of Heav'n his Table ſpreads - - 347 
The Law by Moſes came » - 380 
The Lord my Paſture ſhall prepare 239 
The Lord- Jehovah reigns - - = — 302 
The Lord, the ſov'reign King 393 
The Promiſes I fing - -- - - - - - + - - 310 
The Promiſe of my Father's Love 365 
There is a Houſe not made with Hands '- 319 

Theſe glorious Minds, how bright: they 
ſhine 345 
Thou glorious God, whom none can ſee - 236 


XII A Table to the !H.yarns. 

— 14 Page 
Tbou Lord, thro” ev'ry changing Scene i. 
Thus faith the Mercy of the Lord « - - - - 353 
Tbus faith the firſt and great Command + 382 
Thy earthly Sabbath, Lord, we love - - - 335 
Thy piercing Eye, O God, ſurveys + - - 278 
Time, what an empty Vapour tis _- - 301 
Tp Ged the only wiſe - - - - - - - - -- 274. 
To thee, my God, my Days are known + 256 
IT thee, moſt holy, and moſt high - - - - 410 


To thee,” O God, we Homage pay 327 
CE = hh 5 
P. to > the heav/nly Paradiſe 5 ©: 299 


* to the Lord, that reigns on high - 411 
| W 

Wizz Bleſſings thy free Bounty gives 265 
| When Abra'm full of facred Awe - 404 
"When all thy Mercies, O my God . - - - 296 
When I ſurvey the wondrous Crofs - 
When our bleſt Lord went up on high — 399 
When riſing from the Bed of Death - - 239 
Why do we mourn departing Friends - - 288 
Wich -chearful Vaice I fing 324 
Wich Joy we meditate the Grace - - - 354 
Fe ee 


' 

U 

Wo 
G 

+> 


5 Y 
Vr Lamps of Heav'n, farewel - 243 
Ye Servants of the Lord 383 


Fe SubjeRs-of the Lord; proclaim - - = - 264 


1:12 


A Table to the Hymns, xx 


| Page 
Ye thoughtleſs Sinners, vain and young - 385 


Yes, Lord, my joyful Thanks to thee - 251 
Yes, Lord, ſince I am wholly thine - - - 249 
Yes, the Redeemer roſe eee 338 


| Z | 
2 rejoice, and Judah ſing - - x - - - 406 


SAC RACER: KY MIATA. 


XN NN 


WU EAI 


PSALMS. 


1 WORSHIP. 


e ee 


PS ALM 8 common Metre. 


The Way and End of the Righteous and , 
Wicked. 


1, 


OW bleſt is he who ne'er conſents 

By ill Advice to walk, | 
Nor ſtands in Sinners Ways, nor ſits 
Where Men n talk! 


But makes the perfeck Law of Gov 
His Bus'neſs and Delight; 

Devoutly reads therein by Day, 
And meditates by Night. 


III. 


Like ſome fair Tree, which, fed by Streams, 
With timely TOTES does bend, | 


—— 
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He ill ſhall flouriſh; and Succeſs 
Allhis' er r attend. 
IV. 


Un dls Men and their Attempts | 


| No laſting Root ſhall find; 
Untimely blaſted a iſpers*d, 
Like Chaff before the Wind. 


V. 


Their Guilt ſhall ſtrike the Wicked dumb, 


Before: theit Judge's Face; 
No formal Hy pocrite ſhall then 
Among. the Saints have Place. | 
" VL 


For Gop approves the juſt Man's Ways, 


To Happineſs they tend; 
But Sinners, and the Paths they tread, 
Shall both in Ruin end. 


I. Short Metre. 
be Saint happy, the Sinner miſerable. 


I, 
HE Man is ever bleſt 
Who ſhuns:the: Sinner's Ways, 
Among their Counlels never ſtands, 
Nor takes the Scorner's Place. 
II. 
But makes the Law of _ 
His Study and Deli | 
Amidſt the | br A of, 5 Day, 
And Watches of the Night. 


PSALM I 3 
111, | 
He like a Tree ſhall thrive, WET dot 
With Waters near the Root; 
Freſh as the Leaf his Name ſhall live, 
His Works are heav'nly Fruit. 


IV, 
Not fo th' ungodly Race, 
They no ſuch Bleſſings find 


Their Hopes ſhall flee like empty Chaff 
Before the ag Þ: Wind. 


How will they bear to ſtand 
Before that Judgment: ſear, h 
Where all the Saints at CnHRIST's right Hand 
In full Aſſembly meet? 


VI. 
He knows, and he approves. 


The Way the Righteous go; 
But Sinners and their Works ſhall meet 
A dreadful Overthrow, 


I, Long Metre. 


The Difference between the Righteous and 
the Wicked. 


I. 

Harrr the Man whoſe cautious Feet 
Shun the broad Way that Sinners go z 

Who hates the Place where Atheiſts meet, 

And fears to talk as ons do. 


He loves t' imploy vie Morning: Light 
Amongſt the Statutes of the Logd ; 
And ſpends the wakeful Hours of N'ght, 
With Pleaſure pond' ring o'er the Word. 
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III. 
He, like a Plant by gentle Streams, 
Shall flouriſh in, immortal Green; 
And Heav'n will thine with kindeſt Beams 
On ev'ry Work his TO begin, 


But Sinners find their * Counſels croſt; 


As Chaff before the Tempeſt flies, $36 | 
So ſhall their Hopes be blown and loſt, 


When the laſt an fx * the Skies. 8 


In vain the Rebel ſecks to ſtand 

Io Judgment with the pious . G 

The dreadful Judge, with ſtern Command, 

Divides him to a Tifferent Place. 
1:54.34. 

« Strait | is the Way my Saints have trod, 

« | bleſt the Path, and drew it plain; 

«© But you would chooſe the crooked Road, 

And down it leads to Grief and — þ 


II. Common Metre. 
A Fen before Prayer. 
I. 


8 ING to the Lord Ir nov An 8 Name, 
And in his Strength rejoice; py 
When his Salvation is our Theme, 
Exalted be our Voice. 


II, 


With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 


And Pſalms of Honour ſing; 
The. Lord's a Gop of boundleſs Might, 
The whole Creation's King. 


PSALM II "2 
Hr, 

Let Princes hear, let Angels know 
How mean their Natures ſeem, 

Thoſe Gods on high, and Gods below, 
When once compar'd with Him. 

| Iv. 
Earth, with its Caverns dark and deep, 
Lies in his ſpacious Handz 

He fix'd the Seas what Bounds to keep, 
And where the Hills muſt ſtand. 

V. 

Come, and with humble Souls adore ; 
Come, kneel: before his Face; 

O my the Creatures of his Power 

hildren of his Grace! 
2 i: 

Now is the Time, he bends his Ear, 
And waits for your Requeſt ; 

Come, leſt he rouſe his Wrath, and ſwear, 
e Ye ſhall not ſee my Reſt . 


II. Short Metre. 
A Pſalm we Sermon. 


\ OM E, ſound his Praiſe abroad. 
And, Hymns of Glory ſing; þ 
Jenovan is the ſovereign Go, 0 
The univerſal King. 
1, | 
He form'd the Deeps unknown, 
He gave the Seas their Bound; 
The wat'ry Worlds are all his own, 
And all the ſolid Ground, 
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I 11. g 
Come, worſhip at his Throne; 
Come, bow before the Loy; 
We are his Works, and not our own, 
He form'd us by his Word. 
; i IV. 
To- day attend his Voice, 
Nor dare provoke his Rod; . 
Come, like the People of his Choice, 
And own your gracious Gop. 


v. 
But if your Ears refuſe 
The Language of his Grace, 
And Hearts grow hard like ſtubborn Jews, 
That unbelieving Race; 
| VI, 
The Lorn, in Vengeance dreſt, 
Will lift his Hand, and ſwear, 
« You that deſpiſe my promis'd Reſt, 
„Shall have no Portion there.” 


II. Long Metre, 
A Warning to delaying Sinners, 
I. | 
C OME, let our Voices join to raiſe 
A ſacred Song of ſolemn Praiſe : 


Gov is a ſovereign King; rehearſe 
His Honour in exalted Verſe. 


| II, 

Come, let our Souls addreſs the Lox b, 
Who fram'd our Natures by his Word 
He is our Shepherd, we the Sheep 

His Mercy choſe, his Paſtures keep. 


PSALM III. 
ul. 
Come, let us hear his Voice to-day, 
The Counſels of his Love obey; 
Nor let our hard'ned Hearts renew 
The Sins and Plagues that Iſrael knew. 
Iv. ä 
Look back, my Soul, with holy Dread, 
And view thoſe ancient Rebels dead; 
Attend the offer'd Grace to-day, 
Nor loſe the * by Delay. 


Seize the kind Promiſe while it waits, 
And march to Zion's heavenly Gates: 


Believe, and take the promis'd Reſt, 
Obey, and be for ever bleſt. 
III. Firſt Part. Short Metre. 
The Book of Nature and Scripture. 


For a Lon 's Day Morning. 


I, 
EnoLD the lofty Sky 
Declares its Maker Gop z 
And all his ſtarry Works on high 
Proclaim his Pow? 1 abroad. 


The Darkneſs and the Lig ht 
Still keep their Courſe © the ſame 3 
While Night to Day, and Day to * k 


Divinely teach his Name. 
Ur. 


In every different Land 73:8 
Their gen'ral Voice is kno vn 
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They ſpew the Wonders of his Hand, 
And Orders of hĩs Throne. | 
IV, 
Ye Britiſh Lands rejoice ! 
Here he reveals his Word; 
We are not left to Nature's Voice 
To bid us know the Lox o. 
v. 
His Statutes and Commands 
Are ſet before our Eyes ; 
He put his Goſpel in our Hands, 
Where our Salvation lies. 
VI. 
His 1 are juſt and pure, 
His Truth without Deceit; 
His Promiſes for ever ſure, 
And his Rewards are great. 


III. Second Part. Short Metre, 
' God's Word moſt excellent, 
For a Wann s Day Morning. 


I. 


EnoLy the Morning Sun 
Begins his glorious Way 
His Beams thro? all the Nations run, 
And Life and Light convey. 
2 II. o 
But where the Goſpel comes, 
It ſpreads diviner Light; 


Ic calls dead Sinners from their Tombs, 


And gives the Blind their Sight. 


PSALM III. 
III. 
How perfect is thy Word, 
And all thy Judgments juſt? 5 
For ever ſure thy Promiſe, Loxp, "4d 
And Men ſecurely truſt. | | 
. 
My gracious Gop, how plain 
Are thy Directions giv'n! 
O may I never read in vain, 
But tread: the Path to Heav*n ! 


Paus z. 
5 — | V. 8 
I hear thy Word with Love, 
And I would fain obey; 
Send thy good Spirit from above 
To guide me, leſt I ſtray. 
Vi. 
O who can ever find 
The Errors of his Ways? 
Yet with a bold preſumptuous Mind 


I would not dare tranſgreſs. 
VII, 


Warn me of ev*ry Sin, 
Forgive my ſecret Faults, | 
And cleanſe this guilty Soul of mine, 

Whoſe Crimes exceed my Thoughts, 
| VII | 
While with my Heart and Tongue 
I ſpread thy Praiſe abroad; | 
Accept the Worſhip and the Song, 
My Saviour and my Gop. 
35 


10 PSALM II. 
III. Long Metre. 
The Glory and Succeſs of the Goſpel. 


I, 

HE Heav'ns declare thy Glory, Lokp, 
In ev'ry Star thy Wiſdom ſhines ; 

But when our Eyes behold thy Word, 

We read thy Name in fairer Lines. 

r 

The rolling Sun, the changing Light, 

And Nights and Days thy Pow'r confeſs; 

But the bleſt Volume thou haſt writ, 


Reveals thy Juſtice and thy Grace. 
| II. 


Sun, Moon and Stars, convey thy Praiſe 
Round the whole Earth, and never ſtand; 
So when thy Truth begun its Race, 
It touch'd and . on ev'ry Land. 

5 | 


IV, 
Nor ſhall thy ſpreading Goſpel reſt, 
Till thro” the World thy Truth has run 
Till Car1sT has all the Nations bleſt 
That fee the Light, or feel the Sun, 
v. 

Great Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 
- Bleſs the dark World with heav'nly Light; 
Thy Goſpel makes the Simple wile, 
Thy Laws are pure, thy Judgments right, 

| vI 


Thy nobleſt Wonders here we view 

In Souls renew'd, and Sins forgiv*n; 
Lox, cleanſe my Sins, my Soul renew, _. 
And make thy Word my Guide to Heav'n, 


PSALM IV. a 


IV. Common Metre. 


Duties to Gop and Man; or the Qual ne 
of a Chriſtian. 


x. 
H O fhall inhabit in thy Hil, 
O Gop of Holineſs? 
Whom will the Loxp admit to dwell 
So near his Throne of Grace? 
IL, 
The Man that walks in pious Ways, 
And works with righteous Hands; 
That truſts his Maker's Promiſes, | 
And follows his Commands, 
III. 
He ſpeaks the Meaning of his Heart, 
Nor flanders with his Tongue; 
Will . ſcarce believe an ill Report, 
Nor do bn Neighbour Wrong: 1 
IV. . 
The dy Sinner he contemns, 
Loves all that fear the Loxp; 
And tho? to his own Hurt he ſwears, 
Still he performs his Word. 
V. 


His Hands diſdain a golden Bribe, 


And never gripe the Poor; 
This Man ſhall dwell with Gop on Earth, 


And find his Heaven ſecure. 
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IV. Long Metre. 


Duties to Gov and Man; or the Qualifications 
F à Chriſtian, . 


- 5 


l 
HO ſhall aſcend thy heav*nly Place, 
Great God! anddwell before thy Face? 
The Man that minds Religion now, 
And humbly walks with Gop below. 
| I, 
Whoſe Hands are pure, whoſe Heart is clean, 
W hoſe Lips ſtill ſpeak the Thing they mean; 
No Slanders dwell upon his Tongue; 
He hates to do his Neighbour Wrong. 
III. 
Scarce will he truſt an ill Report, 
Nor vent it to his Neighbour's Hurt; 
Sinners of State he can deſpiſe, 
But Saints are honour'd in his Eyes. 
IV. | 
Firm to his Word he ever ſtood, 
And always makes his Promiſe good; 
Nor dares to change the Thing he ſwears, 


Whatever Pain or. Loſs he bears. 


1 v. 
He never deals in bribing Gold. 
And mourns that Juſtice ſhould be ſold; 
While others gripe and grind the Poor, 
Sweet Charity attends his Door. 

VI. 

He loves his Enemies, and prays | 
For thoſe that curſe him to his Face; 
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PSALM V. 


And doth to all Men ſtill the ſame 
That he would hope or wiſh from them. 


V. Long Metre. 
Courage in Death, and Hope of a Reſurrefion. 


I, 
W HEN Gov is nigh, my Faith is ſtrong, 
His Arm is my almighty Prop. 
Be glad, my Heart ; rejoice, my Tongue z, 
My dying Fleſh ſhall reſt in Hope. 
IT. ö 
Tho? in the Duſt I lay my Head, 
| Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave 
My Soul for ever with the Dead, 
Nor loſe thy Children in the Grave. 


12 


| 11, 

My Fleſh ſhall thy firſt Call obey, 
Shake off the Duſt, and riſe on high; 
Then fhalt thou lead the wondrous Way 
Up to thy Throne above the Sky. 
There Streams of endleſs Pleaſure flow; 
And full Diſcov*ries of thy Grace, 
Which we but taſted here below, 
Spread heav'nly Joys thro? all the Place. 


VI. Long Metre. 
' The Sinner's Portion. and Saint's Hope. 


| = 
5 LD. I am thine; but thou wilt prove 
— My Faith, my Patience, and my Love; 
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When Men of Spite againſt me join, 

They are the Sword, the Hand is thine. 
" Wh 

Their Hope and Portion lie below ; © 

*Tis all the Happineſs they know; 

*Tis all they ſeek ; they take their Shares, 

And leave the reſt among their Heirs, 
m. 

What Sinners value I reſign 

Lox, *tis enough if thou art mine: 

I ſhall behold thy bliſsfal Face, 

And ſtand complete in Righteouſneſs, 
IV. 

This Life's a Dream, an empty Show, 

But the bright World to which I go 

Hath Joys fubſtantial and ſincere; 

When ſhall I wake _ find thee there ? 


0 glorious Hour ! 0 bleſt Abode 


I ſhall be near, and like my Gop! 


| And Fleſh and Sin no more controul _ 


The ſacred er- of the Soul. 


My Fleſh ſhall Number in the Ground 


Till the laſt Trumpet's joyful Sound; 
Then burſt the Chains with ſweet Surpriſe, 
And in my Saviour's Likeneſs riſe. 


VII. Long Metre. 
The . of Gop our Foy and Support. 


AS the good Shep * gently leads 
His wand r ring F Jocks Se Meads, 


PSALM VIII. 15 


Where peaceful Rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amidſt the flow'ry - flow. 


So Gov; the Guardian of my Soul, 
Does all my erring Steps controul ; 
When loft in Sin's perplexing Maze, 


He leads me back to Virtue's Ways. 
HI, 

Tho? I ſhould journey thro? the Plains, 

Where Death in all its Horror reigns; 

My ſtedfaſt Heart no III ſhall fear, 

For Thou, O Loxp, art with me there. 
IV. 

By Thee with Peace and Plenty bleſt, 

My Lite is one continu*d Feaſt ; 

Thy ever-watchful Providence 

Is my Support and => Defence. 


O bounteous Gop! a future Days 
Shall be devoted to thy Praiſe; © 

And in thy Houſe thy ſacred Name 
And wond'rous Grace ſhall be my Theme. 


VIII. Long Metre. 
The Majeſty and Glory of Gov. 


1 thou, my Soul, in ſacred 1 
Attempt 5 great Creator's Praiſe; 

But, O bn Tongue can ſpeak his Fame! 

What mortal V ha reach the Theme! 


Enthron*d amidft the inen Spheres, 
He Glory like a Garment wears; 
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16 PSALM IX. 
And boundleſs Wiſdom, Power and Grace, 


Command our Awe, tranſcend our Praiſe, 
11, 
Before his Throne a glitt'ring Band 


Of Seraphims and Angels ſtand ; 


Ethereal Spirits, who in Flight, 
Outwing the active Rays of Light. 
Iv. 
To Gop all Nature owes its Birth, 
He form'd this pond'rous Globe of Earth 5 
He rais'd the glorious Arch on high, 
And floor'd it with mg azure Sky. 


In all our Maker's 8 Deſigns, 
Omnipotence and Wiſdom ſhines; 
His Works thro' all this wond'rous Frame 


Bear the great ** of his Name. 


Rais'd on Devotion's * Wing. 

Do thou, my Soul, his Glories fing z. 
And let his Praiſe employ thy Tongue, 
Till liſt'ning Worlds applaud the Song. 


IX. Common Metre. 
Gop's ſtupendous Goodneſs to feeble Man. 
ts. 
GOD, to whom all Creatures bow 
Within this earthly Frame ! 


Thro' all the World how great art thou! 
How glorious is thy Name 


In Heat n thy 8 Acts are ſung, 


Nor fully reckon'd there; 


PSALMIE 17 


And yet thou mak'ſt the infant Tongue 
Thy boundleſs Praiſe declare, 
11, 
Thro' thee the Weak confound the Strong, 
And cruſh their haughty Foes ; 
And ſo thou quell'ſt the wicked Throng 
Which thee and 7 oppoſe. 


When Heav'n, thy 5 Work on high, 
Employs my wond'ring Sight, 

The Moon, that nightly rules the Sky, 
With Stars of W Light; 


Wbat's Man, O Loan, that thus thou lov'ſt 
To keep him in thy Mind! 
Or what his Offspring, that thou prov'ſt 
Io him fo wond'rous kind! | 
VI, 
Him next in Power thou didft create 
To thy celeſtial Train, 
Ordain'd with Dignity and State 
Ofer all thy Works to reign. . 
vi. | 
O don: to whom all Creatures bow 
Within this earthly Frame; 
Thro' all the World how great art thou! 
Ho glorious is thy Name | 


X. Common Metre. 
Gop the Creator praiſed. 
L. 


ES T all the Juſt to Gop with Joy 
Their chearful Voices raiſe. 


WR +2 © £5 
For well the R hteous it becomes 
To ling 9 0 _— of Praiſe. 


By his almighty Word at firſt 
The heav*nly Arch was rear'd ; 

And all 'the beauteous Hofts of Light 
At his Command 1 | 


The ſwelling Floods 1 together roll'd, 
He makes in Heaps to lie; 
And lays, as in a Store-houſe ſafe, 

His wat ry * by. 


Let Earth, mand all K dwell therein, 
Before him trembling ſtand; 


For, when he ſpake the Word, twas made, 
'T was fixt at his Command, 


Whate'er the hints Lon decrees, 
Shall ſtand for ever fure; 

The ſettled Purpoſe of his Heart 
To Ages ſhall endure, 


VI. 

The Riches of thy Mercy, Lok p, 
Do thou to us extend, 

| Since we for all we want or wiſh, 

On thee alone depend. 


XI. Common Metre. 
' Encouragement 10 _ in and love Gov. 


HRO' all the changing Scenes of Life, 
In Trouble and in Joy, 


PSALM XII. 


The Praifes of my Gop ſhall {till 
My Heart and * employ. 


Of his Deliv'rance I will boaſt, 
Till all that are diftreſt 
From my Example Comfort take, 
And charm their Griefs to reſt, 
II. 
The Hoſts of GoD encamp around 
The Dwellings of the Juſt; | 
Protection he affords to all 
Who on his Ar- N truſt. 


O make but Trial of his Love 
Experience will decide, 


How bleſt are they, and only they, 
Who in his Truth confide. 


v. 
Fear him, ye Saints, and you will then 
Have nothing elſe to fear; 
Make you his Service your Delight, 
Your Wants ſhall by his Care. 


While hungry i lens) lack their Prey, 
The Lo&D will Food provide 

For ſuch as put their Truſt in him, 
And ſee their Needs ſupply'd. 


XII. As the cx111* Pſalm. 


Proſperous Vice not to be envied or feared. 


I, 
H O' wicked Men grow rich or 
Yet let not their ſucceſsful State 
Thy Anger or thy Envy raiſe : 
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For they, cut down like tender Grafs, 


Or like young Flowers, away ſhal] paſs, 


Whoſe blooming Oy ſoon decays, 


Depend on Gop, an kim obey, 
So thou within the Land ſhalt ſtay, 

Secure from Danger and from Want : 
Make his Commands thy chief Delight, 
And he, thy Duty to requite, 

Shall all thy well-weigh'd Wiſhes grant. 

In. | 
In all thy Ways truſt thou the Loxp, 
And he will needful Help afford 

To perfect ev*ry juſt Deſign : 

And make, like Light ſerene and clear, 
Thy clouded Innocence appear, 


And as a mid- _ Sun to ſhine. 


With quiet Mind on 605 depend, 


And patiently for him attend; 

Nor let thine Anger weakly riſe: 
Tho? wicked Men with Wealth abound, 
And with Succeſs their Plots are crown'd, 

Which they W deviſe. 


God to the Juft vill Aid afford, 
Their only Safeguard is the "po ; | 
Their Strength in Time of Need is He: 
Becauſe on him they ſtill depend, 
The Loxp will timely Succour Fend, 
And from the Wicked ſet them free. | 


PSALM XIII. 21 


XIII. Short Metre. 
A  Penitential * 


1 Mercy, 1 on me, 
As thou art ever kind; 
Let me, oppreſt with Loads of Guilt, ix 
Thy wonted 1 find. = 


Waſh off my foul Offence, | 
And cleanſe me from my Sin "1 
For I confeſs my Crime, and ſee 


How great my Guilt has been. 
n.. 


Make me to hear with Joy 
Thy kind forgiving Voice; 

That ſo the Bones which thou haſt broke 
May with freſh 3 rejoice. 


— 


Blot out my crying 80, 
Nor me in Anger vie w; 
. Create in me a Heart that's clean, 
An upright Mind renew. 
| V. 
The Joy thy Favour gives, 
Let me again obtain; 
And thy free Spirit's firm Support 
My fainting” Soul ſuſtain, | 
VI. 
So I thy wond'rous Grace 
To Sinners will declare; 
And my glad Tongue ſhall loudly tell 
How rich thy Mercies are. 
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XIV. Long Metre. 
Triumph in God's ſupreme Dominion. 


To 1. | | 
HY Mercies, Lok d, ſhall be my Song, 
1 My Song on them ſhall ever dwell; 
To Ages yet unborn” my Tongue | 
Thy never- failing Truth ſhall tell. 
II, | 
Lord Gop of Armies! who can boaſt 
Of Strength or Power like thine renown'd ! 
Of ſuch a num'rous faithful Hoſt; 
As that which does thy Throne ſurround ! 
11. X 
Thou doſt the lawleſs Sea control, 
And change the Proſpect of the Deep; 
Thou mak'ſt the ſleeping Billows roll, 
Thou mak'ſt the rolling Billows ſleep. 
IV. 
For thy ſtupendous Truth and Love, 
Both Heaven and Earth juſt Praiſes owe ; 
By Choirs of Angels ſung above, | 
And by aſſembled Saints below. 
v. 
Happy, thrice happy, they who hear 
Thy ſacred Goſpel's joyful Sound; 
With Praiſes in thy Courts appear, 
And there are with thy Goodneſs crown'd. 


PSALM XV. 23 
XV. Long Metre. | 
Homage due to the Almig bey Sovereign. 


I. 

O COME, loud Anthems let us. ſing, 
Loud Thanks to our Almighty King; 

For we our Voices high ſhould raiſe 


When our Salvation's Rock we oP | 
II. 

Into his Preſence let us haſte, 

To thank him for his Favours paſt; 

To him addreſs, in joyful Songs, 

The Praiſe that to his "_ belongs. ] 


For Gop the Logp, inthron'd 3 in State, 
Is with unrival'd Glory great 
A King ſuperior far to all 
Whom Gods the Heathen falſly call. 

ü Iv. | 
The Depths of Earth are in his Hand; 
Her ſecret Wealth at his Command; 
The Strength of Hills that reach the Skies 
Subjected to his wp gon lies. 


The rolling Ocean's 10 Abyſs, 
By the ſame ſov'reign Right is his; 
*Tis mov'd by his Almighty Hand, 
That form'd and fix'd the ſolid Land. 

ME 7 
He is our Gop,, our Shepherd he; 
His Flock and Paſture- Sheep are we; 
Come then, and like his Flock draw near, 
To-day his Voice: attentive hear. 
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PSALM XVI. 
XVI. As the xcvith Pſalm. 
Foy in God's ſupreme Government, 


{This may be ſung as the cx112th Pſalm, leaving out 
the two laſt Lines j in each Stanza.] ; 


PTY - | 
ING to the Lone a new-· made Song z 
Let Earth in one aſſembled Throng 
The common Patron's Praiſe reſound. 
Sing to the Lok p and bleſs his Name, 


From Day to Day his Praiſe proclaim, 


W ho us hath with Salvation crown'd. 


[To Heathen Lands his Fame e 


His Wonders to the ee 


1, 

He's great, and greatly to be prais 0, 

In Majeſty and Glory rais'd 
Above all other Deities: 

For Page antry and Idols all 

Are they whom Gods the Heathen call, 
He only rules, who made the Skies. 

[With Majeſty and Honour crowd; 

Beauty and Strength his Throne ſurround. ] 

111, 

Proclaim alond, Jenovan reigns, 

Whoſe Power the Univerſe ſuſtains, 
And baniſh'd Juſtice will reſtore : 

Let therefore Heav'n new Joys confeſs, 


And heav'nly Mirth let Earth expreſs, 


Its loud Applauſe the Ocean rore, 
[Its mute Inhabitants rejoice, 
And for this Triumph find a Voice. } 
XVII. Long 


P'S ALM XVII. - 25 
XVI. Long Metre. 


The Majeſy of Gop appearing in Defence of 
Lis Peopl es 


I, 


J reigns, let all the Earth 

Ip his juſt Government rejoice; 

Let all 111 Iſles with ſacred Mirth | 

In his Applauſe unite their Voice. : 
1, 

Darkneſs and Clouds of awful Shade 

His dazzling Glory ſhrowd in State; 

Juſtice and Truth his Guards are e made, 

And fixt by his Pavilion wait. 8 
m. 

De vouring Fire before his Face 

His Foes around with Vengeance ſtruck; 

His Lightnings ſet the World on blaze, 

Earth ſaw it, and with Terror ſhook. 

77 * 

The proudeſt Hills his Preſence felt, 

Their Height nor Strength could Help afford; 

The proudeſt Hills like Wax did melt 


In Preſence of th* almighty Lord. 
v. 


Confounded be their impious Hoſts, 
Who make the Gods to whom they Pray 3 
All who of Pageant-Idols boaſt, 


To him, ye Gods, "our Worſhip Pay. 


You who to ſerve this Loxp aſpire, 
Abhor what's ill, and Truth eſteem; 
- C 
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He'll keep his Servants Souls entire, 
And them from wicked Hands redeem. 


XVIII. Long Metre. 
Divine G PG adored. 


Y Soul, ;nfpir'd with ſacred Love, - 

God's holy Name for ever bleſs ; 
Of all his Favours mindful prove, ts 59.1 
And {till thy aa" Thanks expreſs. 


*Tis he who all thy Sins forgives, 

And after Sickneſs makes thee ſound; 

From Danger he thy Life retrieves, 

By him with Grace and Mercy crown'd. 
III. 


The Lorp abounds with tender Love, 


And unexampled Acts of Grace; 
His waken'd Wrath doth flowly move, 
His willing Mercy * apace;i: I 


Gop will not always harſhly chide, 


But with his Anger quickly part; 


Delights his Puniſhments to guide 
More by his Love des our Deſert. 


As high as Heaven Ak Arch extends. 
Above this little Spot of Clay, 
So much his boundleſs Grace tranſcends 
The ſmall Reſpects which we can pay. 
VI. 
Let every Creature jointly bleſs | 
The mighty Lox p; and thou, my Heart, 


1 
With grateful Joy thy Thanks expreſs, 
And in this Concert bear thy Part. 


XIX. Long Metre. 
A Pſalm of Praiſe. 


I, 

Less Gor, my Soul, thou Lord alone 
Poſſeſſeſt Empire without Bounds ; 
With Honour thou art crown'd, thy Throne 

Eternal Majeſty ſurrounds. 
u. 
With Light thou doſt thyſelf enrobe, 
And Glory for a Garment take; 
Heav'n's Curtains ſtretch beyond the Globe, 
Thy Canopy of State to make. 
111, | 
Gop builds on liquid Air, and forms 
His Palace-Chambers in the Skies; 

The Clouds his Chariots are, and Storms 
The ſwift-wing' d Steeds with which he flies. 
IV. 

As bright as Flame, as ſwift as Wind, 

His Miniſters Heav'n's Palace fill, 

To have their ſundry Taſks aſſign'd; 

All joy to ſerve their Sovereign's Will. 
V 


How various, Lord, thy Works are found, 
For which thy Wiſdom we adore ; 
The Earth is with thy Treaſure crown'd, 
Till Nature's Hand can graſp no more. 
VI. 

In praiſing Gob, while he prolongs 
My Breath, I will that Breath employ ; 
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And join Devotion to my Song, 
Sincere as is in him my Joy. 


XX. Long Metre. 


The final Proſperity and Happineſs of the 
Righteous. 


1. 
O RENDER Thanks to Gop above, 
The Fountain of eternal Love; 

Whoſe Mercy firm thro' Ages paſt 
Has _ and ſhall for ever laſt. 

II. 
Who can his mighty Deeds —_— 
Not only vaſt, but numberleſs ! 
W hat mortal Eloquence can raiſe 
His Tribute of immortal Praiſe ! 

m. 
Happy are they, and only they, 
Who from thy Judgments never ſtray; 
Who know what's right, nor only ſo, 


But always practiſe what they know. 


IV, 


O may I worthy prove to ſee 


Thy Saints in full Proſperity ! 
That I the joyful Choir may join, 
And count thy People's Triumph mine! 


V. 
Let Iſrael's Go p be ever bleſt, 


-His Name eternally confeſt ; 


Let all his Saints with full Accord, 


Sing loud Amens “ Praiſe ye the Loꝶx b.“ 


PSALM XXI. 29 
XXI. As the cx111” Pſalm. 


The Majeſty and Condeſcenſion of G 00. 


I, | | 
YE Saints and Servants of the Loxo, - 
The Triumphs of his Name record: 
His ſacred Name for ever bleſs : 
Where'er the circling Sun diſplays 
His riſing Beams, or ſetting Rays, 


Due Praiſe to his great Name addreſs. 
II, 


Gop thro* the World extends his Sway, 

The Regions of eternal Day- | 
But Shadows of his Glory are; 

With him whoſe, Majeſty excels, 

Who made the Heav'n in which he dwells, | 


Let no created Pow'r compare. 
ul, 


Tho! *tis beneath his State to view 
In higheſt Heav'n what Angels do, 

Yet he to Earth vouchſafes his Care; 
He takes the Needy from his Cell, 
Advancing him in Courts to dwell, 

Companion to the greateſt there. 


XXII. As the exLvin" Pſalm. 
the: to Go from the whole Creation. 


E boundleſs Realms of Joy 

Exalt your Maker's Fame; 
His Praiſe your Song employ 105 
Above the ſtarry Frame: 


6.3: 
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Your Voices raiſe, 
Ye Cherubim 
And Seraphim, IT 
To ſing his Praiſe. 
A IL, 

Thou Moon that rul'ſt the Night, 
And Sun that guid'ſt the Day, 
Ye glittering Stars of Light, 
To him your Homage pay : 

His Praiſe declare 

Ye Heavens above, 

And Clouds that move 

In liquid Air, 

3 
Let them adore the Loxd, 
And praiſe his holy Name, . 
By whoſe almighty Word 
They all from nothing came: 
And all ſhall laſt, 

From Changes free ; 

His firm Decree 

Stands ever faſt. 


. a IV. 
- Let all of royal Birth, 
And thoſe of humble Frame, 
And Judges of the Earth 
His matchleſs Fame proclaim : 
Fire, Hail and Snow, 
And miſty Air, | 
And Winds that where 
He bids them, blow, 


PSAL M XXIII. 31 
United Zeal be ſhewn 
His wondrous Fame to raiſe, 
Whoſe glorious Name alone 
Deſerveb our endleſs: Praiſe: 
Earth's utmoſt Ends 
His Power bbey; 
His glorious Sway 
The "Sky tranſcends. 


11. 


XXII Common Metre. 
The Greatneſs of Gov. 


| I. 
ONG as I live I'll bleſs thy Name, 
My King, my Gov of Love; 
My Work apd Joy, ſhall be the ſame- 
In the bright World above. 
N N | 
Great is the Logv, his Pow'r unknown, 
And let his Praiſe be great; gy 
I'll ſing the Honours: of * Throne, 


Thy Works of eee. ” 


Thy Grace mall duell upon my Tongue z 
And while my Lips rejoice, 

The Men that hear my ſacred Song 
Shall 3 Join. with. chearful Voice. 


r 
Fathers to — ſhall teach thy Name, 
And Children learn thy Ways; 
; Ages to come thy Truth proclaim, 
And en, ſound mY . 
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e 0 
Thy oJorius Deeds of ancient Date 
Shall thro' the World be known; 
Thine Arm of Power, thy heav'nly . 
Wich public .eu ſhown. J 


The World is 3 by thy Hands ; 
Thy Saints are rul'd by Love; 
And thy eternal Kingdom ſtands, 

Tho' Rocks and Hills remove. 


XXIV. Common Metre, 
_ The TR" of GOD. | 


* 
Swerr, is the Mem'ry of * Giace, | 
My Gov, my heav'nly King; | 
Let Age to Age thy Righteouſneſs 
In Soynds of J ling. 


Gov reigns on high, ur not confines. 
His. Goodneſs to the Skies ir 

Thro' the Whole Earth bis Bounty ſhines, 
And ev Ty Want 3 | 


With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait 7 
On thee for daily Food; ho 
Thy lib'rat Hand provides their Meat, 
And fills t their Mouths. with. Good. 
1 7 Iv. a 
How kind are thy Cen, Loxw! 
How flow thine Anger moves! 
But ſoon he ſends his pard*ning- Word, 
To cheer the Souls he loves. 


PS ALM XXV. 
Creatures, with all their endleſs Race, 
Thy Power and Praiſe proclaim; 


But Saints, that taſte thy richer Grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy Name. 


XXV. Short Metre. 
7 ruſt. in God, and his Direction implored. 
5 I, 
| 1 Gov, in whom I truſt, 
I lift my Heart and Voice; 


O let me not be put to Shame, 


Nor let my Foes rejoice! 
IL, 


To me thy Truth impart, 
And lead me in thy Way, 
For thou art He that brings me . 


On thee I wait all Day. 
111, 


Thy Mercies and thy Love, 
O Lok, recal to mind; 
And graciouſly continue ſtill, 
As thou wert ever kind. 
Iv. 
Let all my youthful Crimes 1 
Be blotted out by thee ;. 
And, for thy wond'rous Goodneſs ſake, 
In Mercy think on me, 
v. 
His Mercy and his Truth- 
The right'ous Lok p diſplays, 
In bringing wand'ring Sinners home,, 
And teaching them his Ways. 


C. 5 
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He thoſe in Juſtice; ide, 
Who his Direction ſee 

And in his facred Paths * lead 
The Humble and the Meek. 


XXVI. Common Metre. 
The Chriſtian's Joy. 


TIP I. 
LL ye that love the Loks, rejoice, 
And let your Songs be new; 
Amidſt the Church with chearful Voice 
His later Wonders ſhew. | 
II. 5 
The Jews, the People of his Grace, 
Shall their — ſing; 
And Gentile Nations join the Praiſe, 


While Sion owns her Ning. 
1. 


The Loxp takes Pleaſure in the Juſt, 
Whom Sinners treat with Scorn; 

The Meek, that lie deſpis'd in Duſt, 
Salvation ſhall adorn. 

IV. 

Saints ſhould be joyful in their King, 
E'en on a dying Bed; 

And like the Souls in Glory ſing, 
For Gop ſhall raiſe Fs Dead. 


When CHnr1sT his * ment · ſeat aſcends, 
And bids the World appear, a 

Thrones are prepar'd for all his Friends 
Who humbly lov'd him here. 


XXVII. Common Metre, 
A Song of Praiſe. 


I, 


I N Gop's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe, 


His Grace he there reveals; 


To Heaven your Joy and Wonder raiſe, 
For there his Glory dwells. 


1 


Let all your ſacred Paſſions move, | 
While you rehearſe his Deeds; 


But the great Work of ſaving 


Love 


Your higheſt Praiſe exceeds. 


III. 


All that have Motion, Life and Re 
Proclaim your Maker bleſt; | 
Vet when my Voice expires in Death, 


_ Soul ſhall praiſe him beſt. 


L 
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XXVIII. Common Metre. 
For the Lorv's Day Morning. 


I, 
ORD, in the Morning thou ſhalt hear 
My Voice aſcending high ; 
thee "will direct my Pray'r,. 


To thee lift up mine Eye. 


Up 


Wn, 
to the Hills where CaarsT is gone 


To plead for all his Saints, 
Preſenting at his Father's Throne, 


Our Songs and our Complaints. 
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But 10 thy. Houſe will I reſort il 1 
I will frequent thy holy Court, 115 


Make every Path of Duty ſtraight 


36 p SA L ar XXIX. 
Thou art à Gop before wbolt Sight 


The Wicked ſhall not ſtand; 
Sinners ſhall ne'er- be thy Delight, 


, 908 dwell at thy right Hand. 
n Ie 


To taſte thy Mercies therem 
And een in 1 Fear. 


O may thy Spirit 5 my Feet 
In Ways of Righteouſneſs ! 


And 1 A* before =y Face, 
97 vg ! \ 

The Men that love nnd fear thy Name; 
Shall ſee their Hopes gulf ; | 


The mighty Gop will compaſs them 
With Favour as a Shield. 


XXIX. Short Metre. 
Gov's Sovereignty and Goodneſs. 
i 1. 


O LorD, our heav 'nly King, 


Thy Name is all divine; 


| Thy Glories round the Earth are ſpread, 


"And o'er the Heav'ns they ſhine, 
1. | 
When to thy Works on high 
I raiſe my wond'ring Eyes, 
And ſce the Moon complete in Light, 
Adorn the darkfom- Skies; | 


PSALM XXX. 


III. 


When 1-ſurvey the Stas | 


In all their ſhining Forms 3 Wes 


LorD, what is Man, that worthleſs Thing, 


Akin te Duſt and Worms! 
1 
_ Lord, what 18, worthieſt- Baan, des nee 
- That thou ſhould'ſt love him ſo FE 
Next to thy Angels is he plac'd, 
And Lord of all below. 
V. 
Thy Honours crown his Head, 
While Beaſts like Slaves = 3 
And Birds that-cut the Air with Wings, 
And Fiſh that cleave the Sea. | 
VI. 
How rich thy Bounties are 
And wond”rous are thy Ways! 


Of Duſt and Worms thy Power can raiſe 


A Monument of Praiſe. 
VII. 


O Lok p, our heav'nly King, | 
Thy Name is all divine; 

Thy Glories round the Earth are rnd; 
And o'er the Heav'ns they ſhine. 


XXX. Long Metre. 


The inviſible. Creator. ſeen in bis Works. 


I. 


+ HE ſpacious Fi irmament on high, 
With al the blue ethereal Sky, 


And ſpangled Heavens, a ſhining Frame, 


Their great Original proclaim. 


38 - XXXI. 


Th' unwearied Sun, rom Day to Day, 
Does his Creator's Power diſplay, 
And publiſhes. to every Land' 
The Work of an SPY: Hand. 


Soon as the Ev'ning Shades prevail, | 
The Moon takes up the wond'rous Tale; 
And nightly to the liſt'ning Earth | 


Repeats the Story of her Birth. 
Iv. 


Whilſt all the Stars that round her burn; 
And all the Plarets in their Turn, | 
Confirm the Tidings as they roll, 

And ſpread the 1 from Pole to Pole. 


What tho' in Roy Silence all 

Move round this dark terreſtrial Ball; 

What tho' nor real Voice nor Sound 

Amidſt their radiant Orbs be found ;. 
ns VI, | 

In Reaſon's Ear they all rejoice, - 

And utter forth a glorious Voice; 

For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 

66 The Hand that made us is divine.“ 


XXXI. As the exnm* Pfalm. | 
The Book of Nature and Scripture. 
| 1, 
| Frame 
Ger Gov, the Heaven's well-order'd: 


Declares the Glories of thy Name; 
There thy rich Works of Wonder ſhine; 


PSALM XXXI. 
A thouſand ſtarry Beavties there, 
A thouſand radiant Marks appear, 

Of boundleſs Power and Skill divine. 


IT, 
From Night to Day, from Day to Night;. 
The dawning and the dying Light, 

Lectures of heav'nly Wiſdom read; 
With ſilent Eloquence they raiſe 
Our Thoughts to our Creator's Praiſe, 
And neither Sound nor Language need; 

| III. | 
Yet their divine Inſtructions run 
Far as the Journies of the Sun, 

And every Nation knows their Voice; 
The Sun, like ſome young Bridegroom dreſt, 
Breaks from the Chambers of the Eaſt, 

Rolls round, and makes the Earth rejoice. 

Iv. 
Where'er he ſpreads his Beams abroad 
He ſmiles, and ſpeaks his Maker Gov ; 

All Nature joigs to ſhew thy Praiſe :. 
Thus Gop in-every Creature ſhines ; ; 

Fair are the Book of Nature's Lines, 

But fairer is thy Book of Grace. 


PAus R. 


| 3 

love the Volumes of thy Word; 

What Light and Joy thoſe Leaves afford 
To Souls benighted and diſtreſt 


— 
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Thy Precepts guide my. doubtful: Way; 
Thy Fear forbids my Feet to ſtray 3 
Thy | Promiſe leads my Heart to reſt. 
vi. 
From the Diſcov'ries of thy Law, Mo. 
The perfect Rules of Life I draw; 
_ Theſe are my Study and Delight: 
Not Honey ſo invites the Taſte, 
Nor Gold that hath the Furnace paſt; . 
Appears ſo pleaſing to the Sight. 
_ 
Thy Threatnings wake my lumb'ring Eyes, 
And warn me where my Danger lies; 
But tis thy blefſed Goſpel, Lox, 
That makes my, guilty Conſcience clean; 
Converts my Soul, ſubdues my Sin, 


And gives a free, but large Reward.. 
—_ 

Who knows the Errors of his Thoughts 8 
My Gop ! forgive my ſecret Faults, 

And from preſumptuous Sins reſtrain ::. 
Accept my poor Attempts of Praiſe 
That I have read thy Book of Grace; . 
And Book of Nature not in vain.. 


L 


XXXII. Common Metre. 
Vi my over temporal Enemies. 


I, 
W E love thee, Lokn, and we  adore,.. 

- Now is-thine Arm reveal'd; 

Thou art our Strength, our heav* al Beben 

Our Bulwark and our Shield. 


PSAL M xxx II. 41 


W | 
We fly to bur eternal Rock, | | 
And find a ſure Defence z © © | 
His holy Name our Souls invoke, 9 
5 And draw Salvation thenſſe. 
n. 1 
When Gon our Leader ſhines in Amis; 
What mortal Heart can beer 
The Thunder of his loud Alarms, 
The A er of his Spear? 
IV. ; 
He rides upon the winged Wind, 2 1 
And Angels in Aray | 5 
In Millions wait to know his Mind. 
And ſwift as Flames obey. 4 
V. | 
He ſpeaks, and at A fierce Rebuke | 42 
Whole Armies are diſmay*d ; | 
His Voice, his Frown, his angry _ 
SE all den me an. 
A nei e 1 100 
He Snake our r:Generats for the F eld, 7 
With all their dreadful Skill; 
Gives them his awful Sword to wield, 
And makes their Hearts of Seel. 
DP 7 OO en 


Oft has the Lonp whole Nations pleſt 
For his. own Church's ſake; _ 

The Pow'rs that give his People Reſt,. - 
Shall of his Care PANE RB 
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XXXIII. Long Metre. 
Proyer and ne in Time fo _ 
101. THO Raus! 
OW may the Gov of Power wa "a 
Attend his People's humble Cry 3 
Jznovan hears when Iſrael prays, 
And brings Deliy rande fm on 8 
ond 6 
The Name of Jacob's Gow: defends - 
Better than Shields or brazen Walls * 
He from his Sanctuary ſends 
Succour and San ei when Zion calls... 


Well he remembers Al our Sighs, 
His Love exceeds our beſt Deſerts; 
His Love accepts the Sacrifice 


Of humble Souls and contrite Hearts. | 


In his Salvation 4 is our Hope, 


And in the Name of Iſrael's Gov, ĩ — 
Our Troops ſhall lift their Banners up, 
Our Navies ſpread cheir Flags e. 


V. 

Some truſt in Horſes train'd for War, 
And ſome of Chariots make their Boaſts ; ; 
Our ſureſt Expectations are 


From thee, the 4989 ch. Hoſts.) 
Now ſave us, Lok 1 n laviſh 1 3 


Now let our Hope be firm and ſtrong; 


Till thy Salvation ſhall appear, 
And Joy and Triumph raiſe the Song. 


PSALM XXXIVo «43 


XXXIV. Common Metre. 
God our Shepherd. 


SA 3 fy 
T HE Lord himſelf, the mighty Lox d, 
Vouchſafes to be my Guide; | 
The Shepherd by whoſe conftant Care 
My Wants are 8 5 | 


In tender Graſs he Lads me feed, 
And gently there repoſe z | 
Then leads me to cool Shades, and where 

Refreſhing Water flows. | 

III. | 
He does my wand'ring Soul reclaim, 

And, to his endleſs Praiſe, 
Inſtructs with humble Zeal to walk 

In his moſt COOLS Ways. 


I paſs the gloomy Vale of Death, 
From Fear and Danger free z; 

For there his aiding Rod and Staff 
Defend and — me. 


In Preſence of my fpirefol Foes, 
He does my Table ſpread; ß 
He crowns my Cup with chearful Wine, 
With Oil anoints wy Head. 


Since Gop doth thus his wond'rous Lore 
Thro' all my Life extend; 

That Life to him I will detete, |: 

And in his Service ſpend. 


h If e'er I 


- XXXIV. Short Metre. 
Go our Shepherd. - 


3 me 
N Loap my Shepherd is, 
I ſhall be well fopply'd ; 


Since he is mine, and I am his, 


What can I want beſide? 
II, 
He leads me to the Place 
Where heav'nly Paſture grows; 
Where living Waters gently 1255 
And full Salvation flows. 
in. 
aſtray, | 
He doth my Soul reclaim 3 
And guides me in. his own right Ways 
For his moſt holy Name. | 
IV. 
While he affords: his Aid, 
I cannot yield to Fear; 
Tho? I ſhould walk thro* Death's dark —_— 


My Shepherd's. Oy me there. 


In ſpite of all my They: | 
Thou doſt my Table ſpread ;. 


My, Cup with Bleſſings overflows, 


And Joy exalts my Head. 
| vx, 


The Bounties of thy Love 
Shall crown my following Days; 
Nor from thy Houſe will remove, 


Nor ceaſe to. ſpeak. thy Praiſe. 


PSALM XXXIV. 43 
XXXIV. Long Metre. 
Gop our Sbepberd. 


I, 
M Y Shepherd is the living Lord ; 
Now ſhall my Wants be well ſupply'd 3 
His Providence and holy Word, | 
Become my Safety og my Guide. 


In Paſtures where 3 grows, 
He makes me feed, he makes me reſt; 
There living Water gently flows, 


And all the Food's divinely bleſt. 
11, 


My wand'ring Feet his Ways miſtake, 
But he reſtores my Soul to Peace; 
And leads me for his Mercy's ſake 
In the fair Paths of Righteouſnc ſs. 

IV. 
Tho' I walk thro? the gloomy Vale, 
Where Death and all its Terrors are, 
My Heart and Hope ſhall never fail, 
For Gop my n with me there. 


Amidſt the Darkneſs and the Deeps, 

Thou art my Comfort, thou my Stay ; 

Thy Staff ſupports my feeble Steps, 

Thy Rod directs my doubtful Way. 
vI 


Surely the Mercies of the LoRD 
Attend his Houſhold all their Days; 
There will-I dwell to hear his Word, 
To ſeek his Face, and ſing his Praiſe. 
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XXXV. Common Metre, 
Dwelling with Gov. 


14 IS ſpacious Earth is all the Lok p's, 


The Lord her Fulneſs is; 5 
The World, and they that dwell re 
By ſov'reign Tr are his, 


He fram'd and fix*d ir in the Seas; 
And his almighty Hand 
Upon inconſtant Floods has made 
The ſtable Fabric ſtand. 
1. 
But for himſelf, this Lord of all 
One choſen Seat deſign' d: 


O] who ſhall to that ſacred Hill 


Deſir'd Admittance find? 
* 


The Man whoſe Hands and Heart are pure, 


W hole Thoughts from Pride are free; 
Who honelt Poverty prefers 
To gainful 3 


This, this is he, on ki the Lox Dp 
Shall ſhow'r his Bleſſings down; 
Whom Goy his Father ſhall vouchſafe 

Wich Righteouſneſs to crown. 
VI. 
Such is the Race of Saints; by whom 
The ſacred Courts are trod; | 
And ſuch the Proſelytes that ſeek 
The Face of Jacob's Gov. 
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f „ 2 XXXV. Long Metre. 
Heaven prepared for ibe Righterus. 


1. | 
' HIS ſpacious Earth is all the Loꝶ 's, 
And Men and Worms, and Beaſts and 
He rais'd the Building on the Seas, (Birds; 
And gave it for N Dwelling place. 


But there's a riches? World on high, 
Thy Palace, Loxp, above the Sky; 
Who ſhall aſcend that bleſt Abode, 
And dwell ſo near his Maker Gop ? 

Ih, ' 
He who abhors and fears to ſin; © = 
W hoſe Heart is pure, whoſe Hands are clean 
Him ſhall the Loxp with Favour bleſs, -- 
And perfect him in Righteouſneſs. 

Iv. 
Rejoice, ye ſhining Worlds on high, 
Behold the King of Glory's nigh : 
Who can this King of Glory be ? 
The mighty Lok p, on Saviouk's He, 


Ye heavenly Gates, Four Leaves diſplay, 
To make the Loxp, the Saviour, Way 
Laden with Spoils of Earth and Hell, 
The Conqueror . with Gop to dwell. ; 


Rais'd from the Dead, he goes before; 
He opens Heav'n's eternal Door, 

To give his Saints a bleſt Abode, 

Near their Redeemer and their Gov. 
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- XXXVI. .. Firſt Part. Short Metre. 
Wailing for Pardon and Direction. 


I, 
OD, who is good and "TY 
Will erring Souls inſtruct ; 
Their wand'ring Steps to the ſafe Paths 
Of Virtue, will dende, a 


The humble Souls bel guide, 
And teach the Meek his Way 3 
EKindneſs and Truth expreſs to ſuch 
As his juſt Laws 9. 


Encourag'd by thy 1 | 
For Mercy I intreat | 
Pardon my Sins, O Logo, that are 


Both numerous and great 
IV. 


Who is that happy Man . 
That fears the Lox Þ above? 

He'll ever lead him in the Way 8 
That he himſelf n love. 


Poſleſs'd with quiet Thoughts, 
His Soul ſhall dwell at Eaſe ; 

His Seed ſhall after- him enjoy 
Frafferity and Note 


By thoſe that fear the Lonp, 
His Secret's underſtood ; 
How he by a ſure Cov'nant ſtands 
Engag'd to do them Good, ' 
XXX VI, 
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49. 


XXXVI. Second Part. Short Metre. | 
Divine Inſftrufion. 


| I, $32 

HERE ſhall the Man be found, 
That fears t* offend his God ; © 

That loves the Goſpel's joyful Sound, 


And trembles at the Rod ? 
II, 


The Lord ſhall make him know 
The Secrets of his Heart ; 

The Wonders of his Cov'nant ſhow, 
And all his Love impart. 


III. 
The Dealings of his Hand 
Are Truth and Mercy ſtill, 
With ſuch as to his Cov'nant ſtand, 
And love to do his Will. 
IV, h 
Their Souls ſhall due at Eaſe 
Before their Maker's Face; 
Their Seed ſhall taſte the Promiſes . 
In their extenſive Grace. 


XXXVII. Common Metre. 
Prayer and Hope. 


I, 
HEN us to ſeek thy glorious Face 
Thou kindly doſt adviſe, 
« Thy glorious Face I'll always ſeek,” 
My grateful Heart replies. 
D 
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u. 
Then hide not thou thy Face, O Loxp, 
Nor me in Wrath reject; 
My Gop and Saviour leave not him 
Thou didſt ſo oft protect. 
6 FN In. 
Tho? all my Friends and Kindred too, 
Their helpleſs Charge forſake; | 
Yet thou, whoſe Love excels them all, 
Wilt Care and Pity take. 


Iv. 
Inftrut me in thy Paths, O Lorv ; 
My Ways directly guide ; 
Leſt envious Men, who watch my Steps, 
Should ſee me tread aſide. 


| 
8 
Lon d, diſappoint my cruel Foes; | 
Defeat their ill Deſire ; g 
Whoſe lying Lips, and bloody Hands, 
Againſt my Peace conſpire. \ 
8 
I truſted that my future Life 
Should with thy Love be crown'd, « 


Or elſe my fainting Soul had ſunk, 
With Sorrow compalſs'd round. 
_— Vi. 
Gop's Time with patient Faith expect, 
Who will inſpire thy Breaſt 
With inward Strength : Do thou thy Part, 
And leave to Him the reſt, 


; 
G 
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XXXVII. Short Metre. 
Forgiveneſs of Sin. 


I, 
BLESSED Souls are they 
Whoſe Sins are cover'd o'er! 
Divinely bleſt to whom the Loxpd 
Imputes their Guilt no more. 
II, 
They mourn their Follies paſt, 
And keep their Hearts with Care; 
Their Lips and Lives without Deceit, 
Shall prove their Faith ſincere. 
11. 
While I conceal'd my Guilt, 
I felt the feſt'ring Wound, 
Till 1 confeſs'd my Sins to thee, 
And ready Pardon found. 


IV, 
Let Sinners learn to pray 3 
Let Saints keep near the Throne; 
Our Help, in Times of deep Diſtreſs, 
Is found in Gop alone, 


XXXIX, Common Metre. 
Delight and Safety in Gov. 


. 1. 
T HE Lonp of Glory is my Light, 
And my Salvation too; 
God is my Strength, nor will I fear 
What all my Foes can do. 
D 2 
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One Privilege my Hows defires ; 
O grant me an Abode 
Among the Churches of thy Saints, 
The Temples of my Gov. | 
In. 


There ſhall I offer my Requeſtss, 
And ſee thy Beauty ſtill; _ 
Shall hear thy Meſlages of Love, 
And there inquire thy Will. 
_ 
When Troubles riſe, and Storms appear, 
There may his Children hide; 
Gob has a ſtrong Pavilion, where 
He makes my Sow abide. 


Now ſhall my Head be lifted high, 
Above, my:; Foes around ; 

And Songs of Joy and Victory 
Within thy Temple ſound. 


, XL. Common Metre. 
Works of Creation and Providence. 


I; 
REzmoct ye Righteous in the Logo, 
This Work belongs to you ; 
Sing of his Name, his Ways, his Word, 


How holy, juſt and true. 
II. 


His Mercy and his Righteouſneſs, 
Let Heav'n and Earth proclaim; 
His Works of Nature and of Grace 
Reveal his wond'rous Name. 
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e | 
His Wiſdom and Almighty Word, 
The heav*nly Arches ſpread 
And by the Spirit of the Lo RD 
Their ſhining Hoſts were made. 
| Iv. 
He bid the liquid Waters flow 
To their appointed Deep; 
The flowing Seas their Limits know, 
And their own Station keep. 
v. 
ve Tenants of the ſpacious Earth, 
With Fear before him ſtand; 
He ſpake, and Nature took its Birth, 
And reſts on his Command. 
8 
He ſcorns the angry Nations Rage, 
And breaks their vain Deſigns , 
His Counſel ſtands thro? every Age, 
And in full Glory ſhines. 


XL. As the cx111* Pſalm, 
Works of Nature and Grace. 


I. 


EZ E holy Souls,-in 805 rejoice, 

Your Maker's Praiſe becomes your Voice; | 

Great is your Theme, your Songs be new: 
Sing of his Name, his Words, his Ways, 
His Wotks of Nature, and of Grace, 

How wiſe and haly, juſt and true. 


D'3 
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os 
Juſtice and Truth he ever loves, 
And the whole Earth his Goodneſs proves, 
His Word the heav*nly Arches ſpread : 
How wide they ſhine from North to South 
And by the Spirit of his Mouth 


Were all the ſtarry Armies made. 
11, 


He gathers the wide-flowing Seas, 

Thoſe wat*ry Treaſures know their Place, 
In the vaſt Storehouſe of the Deep : 

He ſpake, and gave all Nature Birth, 

And Fires and Seas, and Heaven and Earth, 
His everlaſting 9 keep. 


Let Mortals 1 and adore 
A Gop of ſuch reſiſtleſs Pow'r, 
Nor dare indulge their feeble Rage : 
Vain areyour Thoughts, and weak your Hands, 
But his eternal: Counſel ſtands, 
And rules the World from Age to Age. 


_ XLI. Long Metre, 
God's Care of the Saints. 


I. 


Lev. 1 will bleſs thee all my Days, 
Thy Praiſe ſhall dwell upon my Tongue; 
My Soul "bal glory in thy Grace, 

While Saints rejoice to hear the Song. 
II. 

Come, ma gnify the Lore” with me; 

Come, let us all exalt his Name; 
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I ſought th' eternal God, and he 

Has not expos'd my Hope to Shame, 
HI, 

I told him all my ſecret Grief, 

My ſecret Groning reach'd his Ears; 

He gave my inward Pains Relief, 

And calm'd the Tumult of my Fears. 
Iv. 

To him the Poor lift up their Eyes, 

Their Faces feel the heav'nly Shine; 

A Beam of Mercy from the Skies, 

Fills them with 3 and Joy divine. 


His holy Angels ofich their Tents | |, 
Around the Men that ſerve the Lozy ;. 
O fear and love him, all his Saints, 
Taſte of his Grace, and truſt his Word. 


VI. 
The wild young Lions, pinch'd with Pain 
And Hunger, rore thro' all the Wood; 
But none ſhall ſeek the Lon in vain, 
Nor want Supplies of real G. 


XLII. Common Metre. 
Peace and Holineſs, 


(ans Children, 1. to fear the 1 
And, that your Days he ene 
Let not a falſe or ſoirefol: Word 


Be found upon * Tongue. 8 


Depart from Miſchief, practiſe Love,. 
Purſue the Works. of Fes 
D 4 
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So ſhall the Lon p your Ways approve, 
And ſet your Souls at Eaſe, 
n.. 
His Eyes awake to guard the Juſt, 
His Ears attend their Cry ; 
When broken Spirits dwell in Duſt, 
The Gop of Grace is nigh. 
11. 
What tho? the Sorrows here they taſte, 
Are ſharp and tedious too; 
The Lok, who faves them all at laſt, 
Is their Supporter now. 


v. 

Evil ſhall ſmite the Wicked dead, 
But GoD ſecures his own; 

Prevents the Miſchief when they ſlide, 
Or heals the * Bone. 


When Deſolation, like a Flood, 
. Ofer the proud Sinner rolls, 
Saints find a Refuge in their Gop, 
For he redeem'd their Souls. 


XIIIII. Long Metre. 
de Being and Altributes of Gop. 


3. 
O Lon, thy Mercy, my ſure Hope, 
Above the heav'nly Orb aſcends , 
Thy facred Fruth's unmeaſur'd Scope, 


Beyond the * Sky extends 


Thy Juſtice like the "Hills remains; 
Unotathom'd Depths thy Judgments are: 
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Thy Providence the World ſuſtains, 
The whole Creation is thy Care. 


Ul. 

Since of thy Goodneſs all partake, 
With what Aſſurance ſhould the Juſt 
Thy ſhelt'ring Wings their Refuge make, 
And Saints to thy Protection truſt, 

__ 
Such Gueſts ſhall to thy Covrts be led, 
To banquet on thy Love's Repaſt; 
And drink, as from a Fountain's Head, 
Of Joys that ſhall _ ever laſt. 


With thee the Sings of Life remain, 

Thy Preſence is eternal Day; 

O! ler thy Saints thy Favour gain, x 
To vpright Hearts thy Truth diſplay ** 


XLII. Long Metre. 
The Perſeflions and Providence of Go. 
1. 3 
E 16 H in the Heavens, eternal Gon | 
Thy Gogdneſs in full Glbry ſhines, 


Thy T be A ſhall break thro! * Cloud 
That vails and es thy Deſigns. 


For ever firm thy Hike fs ftin 25 Fi 


As Mountains their” Foundatibh 85 3 1 
Wiſe are the Wonders of thy Ha d 1 


Thy Judginents are a angle Deep: * 
JW. 


Thy Providence is kind "and 1: 8 . 
Both Man and Beaſt ihy- Bounty are; 
9 5 | 
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The whole Creation is thy Charge, 
But Saints are thy peculiar Care. 
w. 
My Gov, how excellent thy Grace, 
Whence all our Hope and Comfort ſprings ! 


The Sons of Adam in, Diſtreſs 
Fly to the Shadow of thy Wings. 


v. 
From the Proviſions of thy Houſe 
We ſhall be fed with ſweet Repaſt; 
There Mercy like a River flows, 
And brings Salvation to our Taſte. 

| vi. 

Life, like a Fountain rich and free, 
Springs from the Preſence of my Lon o; 
And in thy Light our Souls ſhall ſee 
The Glories promis'd in thy Word. 


XLIV. Firft Part. Common Metre. 
The Rewards of the Righteous and the Wicked, 


I, 
WWII ſhould I vex my Soul, and fret 
To fee the Wicked riſe ? 
Or envy Sinners waxing great 
By Violence and Lies? 
II, 
As flow'ry Graſs cut down at Noon, 
Before the Evening fades, 
So {hall their Glories vaniſh ſoon 
la everlaſting Shades. 
| HE, 
Then let me make the Log D my Truſt, 
And practiſe all that's Good; 
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So ſhall I dwell among the Juſt, 
And he'll provide me Food. 
IV. 

I to my Gop my Ways commit, 
And chearful wait his Will; 
Thy Hand, which guides my doubtful Feet, 
Shall my Deſires fulfil. . * 


v. 
Mine Innocence ſhalt thou diſplay, 
And make thy Judgments known, 
Fair as the Light of dawning Day, 
And glorious as the Noon. 
: VI. 

The Meek at laſt the Earth poſſeſs, 
And are the Heirs of Heav'n; 
True Riches, with abundant Peace, 
To humble Souls are giv'n. 


PAUSE. 


VII. 


Reſt in the Loxp, and keep his Way, 
Nor let your Anger riſe, 
The? Providence ſhould long delay 
To puniſh havghty Vice. 
vin. 
Let Sinners join to break your Peace, 
And plot, and rage, and fome; 
The Lorp derides them, for he ſees 
Their Day of Vengeance come, 
IX. 
They have drawn out the threat'ning Sword, 
Have bent the murd'rous Bow, 
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To ſlay the Men that fear the Lon p, 
And bring the * low. 


M 


My Gov ſhall Week their Bows, and burn 


Their perſecuting Darts; 


Shall their own Swords AIR them turn, 


And Pain ſurpriſe their Hearts. 
XLIV. | Second Part. Common Metre, 


The Way. and End of the Righteous and the 


Widtked. 


| | I. 
God, the Steps of pious Men 
Are order'd by thy Will; 
Tho' they ſhould fall, they riſe again, 
Thy Hand fc 5 moet them ſtill. 


The Logo delights 8 ſee their Ways, 
Their Virtue he approves ; 
Hel} nc*er deprive them of his Grace, 


Nor leave the Man he loves. A. 
1 14 
- The heav'nly Heritage is theirs, 


Their Portion and their Home; 
He feeds them now, and makes them Heirs 
Of Bleflings long 1 come. 1 


9 * 


Wait on the Lonp, fk Sons of Men, 
Nor fear when Tyrants frown ; 
Ye ſhall confels their Pride was vain, 
When Juſtice caſts them down. 


PSALM XIV. | 
| 9 ; TY = | | 


The BRAVA Sinner fave [ 8 | | 
Not fearing Man nor God, | 
Like a tall Bay-tree fair and green, 


Spreading his Arms abroad. 
W 


And lo, he vaniſh'd from the b 
Deſtroy'd by Hands unſeen ; 
Nor Root, nor Branch, nor Leaf was found, 
| Where all that ONE hath been, 


But mark the Man o Ri 1 
His ſeveral Steps atten 

True Pleaſure runs thro' all his Ways, 
And peacefol is his End. 


| XLV. Common Metre. 
In a Time of Sickneſs, 


I. 
G D of my Life, look gently down, 
Behold the Pains I feel ; 
But I am dumb before thy Shani, | 
Nor dare diſpute 1 Will. 


Diſcaſes are thy Ss LorD, | 
They come at thy Command ; 
I'll not attempt a murm'ring Word 


Againſt thy chaſt'ning Hand. 
11, 


Yet I may plead with humble Cries, 
Remove thy ſharp Rebukes 3 


— 


— 
- 


„„ PS AL M /XLV. 


My Strength conſumes, my Spirit dies, 


Thro? thy repeated Strokes. 

| 13 
Cruſh'd, as a Moth, beneath thy Hand, 
We molder to the Duſt ; | 
Our feeble Pow'rs can ne'er withſtand, 


And all our Beauty's loſt. 
v. 


I'm but a Sojourner below, 
As all my Fathers were ; 
May I be well prepar'd to go, 
When I thy Summons hear. 

Vi. 


But if my Life be ſpar'd a while, 
Before my laſt Remove, 

Thy Praiſe al be my Buſineſs til), 
And I'll declare thy Love. 


XLVI. Common Metre, 
The Vanity of Man as mortal. 


I, 
Ten me the Meaſure of my Days, 
Thou Maker of my Frame; 
I would ſurvey Life's narrow Space, 


And learn how frail 1 am. 
11. 


A Span is all that we can boaſt, 


An Inch or two of Time; 


' Man is but Vanity and Duſt, 


In all his Flow'r and Prime. 
II. 


See the vain Race of Mortals move, 
Like Shadows o'er the Plain, 


* 
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They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love, 
But all the Noiſe is vain. 127 
| IV. 
Some walk in Honour's gaudy Show, 
Some dig for golden Ore, 
They toil for Heirs, they know not who, 
And ſtraight are * no more. 


What ſhould I wiſh - wait for then, 
From Creatures, Earth and Duſt? 
They make our ExpeCtations vain, 


And difappoint our Truſt. 
V1, 


Now I forbid my carnal Hope, 
My fond Deſires recall; 

I give my mortal Int'reſt up, 
And make my Gop my All. 


XLVII. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
Safety and Triumph among National Deſelations, 


I, 
G0 is the Refuge of his Saints, 
When Storms of ſharp Diſtreſs invade; 
Ere we can offer our Complaints, 
Behold him preſent _ his Aid. 


Let Mountains FED their Seats be hurl'd 
Down to the Deep, and buried there; 
Convulſions ſhake the folid World, 
Our Faith ſhall never yield to Fear, 

III. 
Loud may the troubled Ocean rore, 


In ſacred Peace our Souls abide, 
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While every Nation, every Shore 
Trembles, and "_— ay ſwelling Tide.” 


IC 5? . 
FIN 
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0%, 


There is a Gerais; . gentle F low... 
Supplies the City of our Gop z. 4: 
Lite, Love and Joy ſtill gliding thro', 
And wat'ring our diving Abode. 


That ſacred Stream, thy holy Word, 
That all our raging Fear controuls 3 
Sweet Peace thy Promiſes afford, 
And give new Strength to — Souls. 
VI. 
Sion enjoys her Monarch's Love, * 
Secure againſt a threat' ning Hour; 
Nor can her firm Foundations move, 


Built on his Truth, and arm'd with NES 4 


XLVII. Second Part. Long Metre. 
God's Proteftion of bis Church, 


LET Sion in ber King rejoice, 

Tho! Fyrants rage, and Kingooms riſe; 
He utters his almighty Voice; 
The Nations melt, 1 Tumult dies. 


The Loxp of old * Jacob fought, 

And Jacob's Gop is ſtill our Aid; 

- Behold the Works his Hand has wrought, 
What Deſolations he hak made. 


From Sea to Sea, tro all the " Shes, 8 
He makes the 3 of Battle A 
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When from on high his Thunder rores, 
He awes the thembling World to Peace. 


He breaks the Bow, be cuts the Spear ; 
Chariots he burns with heav*nly Flame: 
Silence all the Earth, and hear 
The Sound and' _— of his Name. 


« Be ſtill, and 1 that I am Gop ; J 

4 I'll be exalted o'er the Lands: 

« 1 will be known and fear'd abroad, 

« Bur ſtill my Throne in Sion ſtands.” | 
8 

O Loxp of Hoſts, almighty King ! 

While we ſo near thy Preſence dwell, . 

Our Faith ſhall fit ſecure, and ling” 

Defiance to the Gates of Hell. 


XLVIII. Common Metre. 
Cc HRIST aſcending and reigni/g, 


() FOR a Shout of ſacred Joy 
To Gov the ſov'reign King! 
Let evfy Land their Tongues employ, 
And Hymns of TAPES ſing. 


Jesvs our Lorp ende on high 
His heav'nly Guards around, 
Attend him riſing thro? the Sky, 


Wich 'Trumpet' s joyful Sound, 
111. 


While Angels ſhout and praiſe their King. 
Let Morrals learn their Strains; 
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Let all the Earth his Honours fings -- a. 


O'er all the n he reigus. 


Rehearſe his Praiſe with Awe profound, 
Let Knowledge lead the Song; 

Nor, mock him with a ſolemn Sound 
Upon a thoughtleſs Tongue, 


v. 
In Iſrael ſtood his ancient Throne, 
He lov'd that choſen Race: 
But now he calls the World his own, 
And Heathens taſte his Grace. 
vi. 

The Britiſh Iſlands are the Lon p's, 
There Abraham's Gop is known; 
While Pow'rs and e. 

Submit before his Throne. 


XLIxX. Short Metre. 
The Honour and Safety of a Nation. 


I, 
[GRrar is the Lox b our Gon, 
And let his Praiſe be great; 
He makes his Churches his Abode, 
His moſt delightful Seat. 
II, 
Theſe Temples of his Grace, 
How beautiful they ſtand ! 
The Honours of our native _ 
And Bulwarks of our Land.] 
II. 
In Sion Gop is known «© ;/ 


” $4 % 


A Refuge in Diſtreſs; ++ 


; a 
„ 
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How bright has his Salvation ſhone 
Thro' all her _— ? 


When Kings againſt hay join'd, 
And ſaw the Loxp was there, | 
In wild Confuſion of the Mind | 
They fled with _ Fear. 


When Navies tall and proud 
Attempt to ſpoil our Peace, 


He ſends his Tempeſt rorin _ 


And ſinks them in the 
vi. 


Oft have our Fathers told, 
Our Eyes have often ſeen, | 
How well our Gop ſecures the Fold, 
Where his own Sheep have been. 
VII, 


In ev'ry new Diftreſs 
We'll to his Houſe repair; | 
We'll think upon his wond'rous Grace, 
And ſeek Deli v'rance there. 201 6 


L. Firſt Part, Common Metre, 
The final 9 


T H E. Lox o the Taller: before his Throne 
Bids the whole Earth draw nigh, 
The Nations near the riſing Sun, 
And near the weſtern Sky. 


u. 
No more ſhall bold Blaſphemers ſay, 
Judgment will ne'er begin;“ 
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No more abuſe his long Delay, 
To Impudence * Sin. 


av © 
* 99 «© 


Thron'd on a Cloud or our Lon p ſhall come, 
Bright Flames prepare his Way z 

Thunder and Darkneſs, Fire and Storm, 
Lead on the ——— Day. ; 


 Heav'n from above his Call ſhall hear, 
Attending Angels come; 
And Earth. and Hell ſhall know and fear 


His Juſtice and their Doom. 
v. 


But come, ye Friends of Righteouſneſs, 
(Proclaims our bleſſed Los)? 
And riſe with Triumph to poſſeſs 
The Kingdom LAW Prepar'd. . 


YourFaith and Works — forth to Light, 
Shall make the World confeſs 
My Sentence of Reward is right, 

And Heav'n adore my Grace. 


L. Second Part, Common Mete. 
Hypocrites condemned. | 


3 
W HEN CHRIS to judgment ſhall deſcend, 
And Saints ſurround their Lon p, 
He calls the Nations to attend, 
And hear his . Word. 


Not for the Want of Bullocks ſlain 
Will I the World reprove ; 
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Altars and Rites, and Forms are vain, | 
Without the Fire of Love. 
3 . m 
And what have Hypocrites to do 
To bring their Sacrifice ? 
They call my Statutes juſt and true, 
But deal in Theft eg Lies. 


Could you expect to "ſcape my Sight, 
And fin without controul ? 

But I ſhall brin 1 Crimes to light, 
With Anguiſh in mn Soul. 


Conſider, ye that Night the 5 
Before his Wrath appear 

If once you fall beneath his Sword, 
There's no Deliv*rer there. 


LI. Long Metre. 


The repenting Supplicant. 
I, 
Tuov that hear*ſt when Sinners cry 
"Tho? all my Crimes before thee lie, 
Behold them not with angry Look, 
But blot their Mem” 70 from thy Book. 


Create my Nature Fir within, 

And form my Soul averſe to Sin; 

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart, - 

Nor hide thy Preſence from my Heart. 
In. 

I cannot live without thy Light, 

Caſt out and baniſh'd from thy Sight; 
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Thy holy Joys, my Gop, reſtore, 
And guard me that I fall no more. 

IV, 
Tho” I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lon p, 
His Help and Comfort ſtill afford; 
And let a Wretch come near thy Throne, 
To plead the N of thy Son. 


A broken Heart, my * my King, 
Is all the Sacrifice I bring ; 

The Gov of Grace will ne'er deſpiſe 

A broken Heart for Sacrifice. 


VI. 
My Soul lies humbled in the Duſt, 
And owns thy dreadful Sentence juſt; 
Look down, O Lon p, with pitying Eye, 
And ſave the Soul condemn'd to die 


Ll. Firſt Part. Common Metre, 
Confeſſio ion of Sin. | 


I would ſp 100 my ſore Diſtreſs 
And Guilt — mine Eyes! | 
Againſt thy Laws, againſt thy Grace, 
How high my Cn ariſe ! 


I from the Stock of 3 came, 
To ſenſual Good inclin'd; 

Strong flows the Tide to fleſhly Joys, 
And weak th' oppoſing Mind. 


III. 


Cleanſe me, O Lord, and chear my Soul 
With thy forgiving Love! 
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O make my broken Spirit whole, 
And bid my * —— es 


Let not thy Spirit abies e depart, 
Nor drive me from thy Face; 
Create anew my ſenſual, Heart, 


And fill it with thy Grace. | 


Then will I nabe hy Mercy known 
Before the Sons of Men; 
Backſliders ſhall addreſs thy Throne, 


And turn to Gop again. 


LI. Second Part, Common Metre. 
Repentance and Faub in CHRIST. 


I, 
Gop of Mercy, hear my Call, 
And all my Guilt remove! 
Break down this ſeparating Wall, 
That bars me from thy Love. 
IL, 
Give me the Preſence of thy Grace, 
Then my rejoicing Tongue 
Shall ſpeak aloud thy Righteouſneſs, 4 
And make thy Praiſe my Song. 
III. 
No Blood of Goats, nor Heifers ſlain, 
Could moral Guilt atone; | 
The Grace of Gop in CHRIST accepts 
True Penitents alone. 
IV. Pe i 
A Soul oppreſt with Sin's Defert, 
My Gop will ne'er deſpiſe; 
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A humble Grone, a broken Heart, 
Is our beſt Sacrifice. 


LII. Short Metre. 
Daily Devotion encouraged. 
I, 
E T Sinners take their Courſe, 
And chooſe the road to Death; 


But in the Worſhip of my Gon, 
l' ſpend my daily Breath. 
| IT 


My Thoughts addreſs his Throne, 
When Morning brings the Light 
I ſeek his Bleſſing ev'ry Noon, 
And pay my Vows at Night. 
II. 
Thou wilt regard my Cries, 
O my eternal Gop | 
While Sinners periſh in Surpriſe 
Beneath thy angry _ 


- Becauſe they dwell 8 "Eaſe, 
And no ſad Changes feel, 
They neither fear, nor cruſt thy Name, 
Nor learn to do thy Will. 
| v. 
But I, with all my Cares, 
Will lean upon the Logp; 
I'll caſt my Burden on his Arms, 
And reſt upon his Word. 


VI. 

His Arm ſhall well ſuſtain, 
The Children of his Love; ul 
e 


— —-—ẽæ22n — —ę— 
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The Ground, on which their Safety ſtands, 
No earthly Pow'r can move. 


LIII. Long Metre. 
Truſt and Hope in the divine Providence. 


I, 
TH Y Mercy, Lov, to me extend, 

On thy Protection I depend ; 
And to thy Wing for Shelter haſte, 
Till this outrageous Storm is paſt. 

II. 

To thy Tribunal, Lok p, I fly, 
Thou ſov'reign Judge and Gop moſt High, 
Who Wonders haſt for me begun, 


And wilt not leave thy Work undone. 
II. | 


Be thou, 0 Gop, exalted high! 
And as thy Glory fills the Sky, 
$0 let it be on Earth diſplay'd, 
Till chou art here as there obey'd. 
wv, 
O.Gop, my Heart is fix'd, 'tis bent, 
Its thankful Tribute to preſent ; 
And with my Heart my Voice PI Il raiſe 
To thee, my God, in 1 of Trat. 


Awake, my Glory, "Bu and Lute, 
No longer let your Strings be mute; 
And I, my tuneful Part to take, 
Will with the early Dawn, awake. 
VI. 
Thy Praiſes, Lok p, I will reſound, 
To all the liſt'ning Nations round; 
E 
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Thy Mercy higheft Heav*n tranſcends, 
Thy Trath beyond the Clouds extends, 


LIII. Long Metre. 
Prayer and Praiſe for Protection. 
3 
M Y Gon, in whom are all the Springs 
Of boundleſs Love and Grace unknown, 


Hide me beneath thy ſpreading Wings 


Till the dark Cloud is overblown. 
IL. 


Up to the Heav'ns I ſend my Cry, 
The Loro will my Deſires perform; 
He ſends his Angel from the Sky, 
And ſaves me from the threat'ning Storm. 
II. 
Be thou exalted, O my Gop, 
Above the Heav? ns where Angels dwell ; 
Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad, 
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell. 
Iv. 
My Heart i is fix'd ; my Song ſhall raiſe 
e Honours to thy Name; M 
Awake, my Tongue, to found his Praiſe, | 
My Tongue, the ah, of my Frame. | 


High o'er the Earth his Mercy reigns ( 

And reaches to the utmoſt Sky; | 

His Truth to endleſs Years remains, 

When lower Worlds diſſolve and die. 0 
VI. 

Be thou exalted, O my Gov, ] 

Above the Heay*ns where Angels dwell ; ( 
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Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad, 
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell. 


LIV. Long Metre. 
Faith in the Power and Grace of Gov, 


I. 
MY 5 Spirit looks to Gop alone; 
My Rock and Refuge is his Throne : 

In all — Fears, in all my Straits, 
My Soul on his Salvation waits. 

II, 
Truſt him, ye Saints, in all your Ways, 
Pour out your Hearts before his Face; 
When Helpers fail and Foes invade, 
Gop is our all-ſufficient Aid, 

in. 
Falſe are the Men of high Degree; 
The baſer Sort are Vanity: 
Laid in the Balance both appear, 
Light as a Puff of empty Air. 

IV. 
Make not increaſing Gold your Truſt, 
Nor ſet your Hearts on glitt'ring Duſt; 
Why will you graſp the fleeting Smoke, | 
And not believe what Gop has ſpoke ? 

v. 
Once has his awful Voice declar'd, 
Once and again my Ears have heard, 
„All Power is his eternal Due; 
He muſt be fear'd and truſted too,” 

vi. 
For ſov'reign Pow'r reigns not alone, 
Grace is a Partner of the Throne; 

E 2 
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Thy Grace and Juſtice, mighty Loxd, 


Shall well divide our laſt Reward, 


LV. Common Metre. 
The Morning of a Los D's Day. 


x, 
Aru my God, without Delay, 
I haſte to ſeek thy Face; 
My thirſty Spirit faints away, 
Without thy cheering Grace. 


So Pilgrims on the . Sand, 
Beneath a burning Sky, 
Long for a cooling Stream at hand, 
And they muſt drink or die. 
I. 
I've ſeen thy Glory and thy Pow'r 
Thro? all thy Temple ſhine 
My Go, repeat that heav'nly Hour, 
That Viſion fo divine, 


Iv. 
Not all the Bleſſings of a Feaſt 
Can pleaſe my Soul ſo well, 
As when thy richer Grace I taſte, 
And in thy enn dwell. 


Not Life itſelf, with al her Joys, 
Can my beſt Paſſions move, 

Or raiſe ſo high my chearful Voice, 
As thy forgiving Love 


Thus till my laſt 3 Day, 
P11 bleſs my Gop and King; 


bo 
Saws oo 


P 
V 
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Thus will J lift my Hands to pray, 
And tune my Lips to ſing. 


LV. Long Metre. 
The Love of God better than Life. 


l. 
ä GRrar Gop, indulge my humble Claim, 
Thou art my Hope, my Joys my Reſt 
The Glories that compoſe thy Name, 
Stand all engag'd to make me bleſt. 


Thou Great and Good. thou Juſt and Wiſe 
Thou art my Father and my GOD; 

And I am thine by ſacred Ties, 

Thy Son, thy Servant IGG. with Blood. 


With Heart and "Wong and lifted Hands, 
For thee I long, to thee I look, 

As Travellers in thirſty Lands, 

Pant for the cooling Water-Brook. 


IV. 
With early Feet I love t appear ; 
Among thy Saints, and ſeek thy Face; 
Oft have I feen thy Glory there, 
And felt the Pow'r of ſov'reign Grace. 
A 
My Life itſelf without thy Love 
No ſolid Pleaſure could afford; 
'F would but a tireſom Burden prove, 
If 1 were baniſh'd from the Lorp. 
VI. 
PI lift my Hands, Pll raiſe my Voice, 
While I have Breath to pray or praiſe 3 


13 
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This Work ſhall make my Heart rejoice, 
And ſpend the Remnant of my Days, 


LV. Short Metre. 
Seeking G OD. 


I, 
M Y Gop, permit my Tongue 
This Joy, to call thee mine; 

And let my early Cries prevail, 

To taſte thy Love divine. 

1. 

Within thy Churches, Lokp, 

I long to find my Place; 
Thy Pow'r and Glory to behold, 


And feel thy quick'ning Grace, 
in. 


For Life without thy Love 
No reliſh can afford; 

No Joy can be compar'd with this, 
To ſerve and pleaſe the Lokp. 


IV, 
To thee I'll lift my Hands, 

And praiſe thee while I live; 
Not the rich Dainties of a Feaſt 
Such Food or Pleaſure give. 
| V; 

Since. thou haſt been my Help, 
To thee my Spirit flies, 
And on thy watchful Providence 

My chearful Hope relies. 


VI. 


The Shadow of thy Wings, 
My Soul in ſafety keeps 
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I follow where my Father leads, 
And he ſupports my Steps. 


LVI. Long Mette. 
Divine Providence diſplayed in its Works, 
— * 
N E Gop of our Salvation hears 
The Grones of Zion mixt with Fears; 
Yet when he comes with kind Deſigns, 
1 hro' all the Way his Terror ſhines, 
II, 
He bids the noiſy Tempeſt ceaſe ; 
He calms the raging Crowds to Peace, 


When a tumultuous Nation raves, 


Wild as the Wind, and loud as W aves. 
nr, 
Behold, his Enſigns ſweep the Sky! 
New Comets blaze, and Lightnings fly; 
The Heathen Lands, with fwift Surpriſe, 
From the bright Horrors turn their Eyes. 
Iv. 
Seaſons and Times obey his Voice, 
The Evening and the Morn rejo ce 
To ſee the Earth made ſoft with Showers, 
Laden with Fruit and dreſs'd in Flowers. 
v. 
*Tis from his wat'ry Stores on high : 
He gives the thirſty Ground Supply 
He walks upon the Clouds, and thence. 
Doth his enrichi g Drops dilpenſe. 
v 


. 
The Deſert grows a fruitful Field, 
\bundant Food the Valleys yield; 


E 4 
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The Valleys ſhout with chearful Voice, 
And neighb'rjng Hills repeat their Joys. 
VII. 
Thy Works pronounce thy Pow'r divine ; 
O'er every Field thy Glories ſhine : 
Thro' every Month thy Gifts appear; 
Great Gop, thy Goodneſs crowns the Year. 


LVI. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
God hearing Prayer. 


| | 
PRar: waits in Sion, Lok, for thee ; 
There ſhall our Vows be paid: 
Thou haſt an Ear when Sinners pray; 
All Fleſh ſhall ſeek thine Aid, 
II, 
Loxn, our Iniquities prevail, 
But pardoning Grace is thine 
And thou wilt grant us Pow'r and Skill 
To conquer ev'ry Sin. | 
111, 
Bleſs'd are the Men whom thou wilt chooſe 
To bring them near thy Face ; 
Give them a dwelling in thine Houſe, 
To feaſt upon thy Grace, 
IV. 
In anſwering what thy Church requeſts, 
Thy Truth and Terror ſhine, 
And Works of dreadful Righteouſneſs 
Fulfil thy kind Deſign, 
v 


Thus ſhall the wond'ring Nations ſee, 
The Lord is good and juſt; 
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And diſtant Iflards fly to thee, | 
And make thy Name their Truſt, 
| VI. 
They dread thy glitt'ring Tokens, Loo, 
When Signs in Heav'n appear; 
But they ſhall learn thy holy Word, 
And love as well as fear. 


LVI. Second Part, Common Metre, 
Divine Bounty crowns the Tear, 


1. 

T. S by thy Strength the Mountains ſtand, 
Gop of eternal Power ; 

The Sea grows calm at thy Command, 


And Tempeſts ceaſe to rore, 
11, 


The Morning Light and Evening Shade 
Succeſſive Comforts bring; 
Thy plenteous Fruits make Harveſt glad, 
Thy Flowers adorn the Spring. 
11. 

Seaſons and Times, and Moons and Hours, 
Heav'n, Earth and Air are thine ; 
When Clouds diſti] in fruitful Showers, 

The Author is divine. 
w. 
Thoſe wand'ring Ciſterns in the Sky, 
Born by the Winds around, 
With wat'ry Treaſures well ſupply 
The Furrows of the Ground, 
v. 
The thirſty Ridges drink their fill, 
And Ranks ot Cora appear; 
5 E 5 
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Thy Ways abound with Bleſſings ſtill, 
Thy Goodneſs crowns the Year. 


LVI. Third Part. Common Metre, 
The Bleſſings of the Spring, 


3 
(3202 is the Lox, the heav'nly King, 
Who makes the Earth his Care; 
Viſits the Paſtures ev'ry Spring. 
And bids the Graſs appear. 


A uh - + 
The Clouds, like Rivers rais'd on high, 
Pour out at thy Command 
Their wat'ry Bleſſings from the Sky, 
To chear the thirſty Land. 


. 
The ſoften'd Ridges of the Field 
Permit the Corn to ſpring; 
The Valleys rich Proviſion yield, 


And the poor Labourers ſing. 
IV. 


The little Hills on ev'ry Side 
Rejoice at falling Show'rs ; 

The Meadows dreſs'd in all their Pride 
Perfume the Air with Flow'rs. 

v. 

The barren Clods refreſh'd with Rain 
Promiſe a joyful Crop: 

The parched Grounds look green again, 
And raiſe the aner s Hope. 


The various Months . Goodneſs crowns; 
How bount'ors are thy Ways 
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The bleating Flocks ſpread o'er the Downs, 
And Shepherds ſhout thy Praiſe. 


LVII, Common Metre. 


Almighty Power condufs and guards the 
Rigbteous. 


[, 
ING, all ye Nations, to the Logo, 
Sing with a joyful Voice; 
With Melody of Sound record 


His Honours and your Joys. 
1, 


Say to the Power that ſhakes the Sky, 
„ How terrible art thou!“ 
Sinners before thy Preſence fly, 


Or at thy Feet they bow. 
III. 


Come, ſee the Wonders of our Gor! | 
How glorious are his Ways! 

In Moſes' Hand he puts his Rod, 
And cleaves the Kante Scas. 


He made the ebbing 2 dry, 
While Iſrael paſs'd the Flood; 
There did the Church begin their Joy, 
And Triumph in their Gov. 
v 


He rules by his reſiſtleſs Might; 
Will rebel Mortals dare 

Provoke th* Eternal to tte Fight, 

Or tempt that dreauful Wac 7 
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| \ / . 
O bleſs our God, and never ceaſe; 
Ye Saints, fulfil his Praiſe; 
He keeps our Life, maintains our Peace, 
And guides our doubttul Ways. 


LVIII, Ei Part. Common Metre. 
Prayer and Praiſe for Britain. 


I, 
GHz, mighty Gop, on Britain ſhine 

With Bennie of heav*nly Grace; 
Reveal thy Pow'r thro” all our Coaſts, 

And ſhew thy ſmiling Face. 
II. 

Amidft our Ifle, exalted high, 
Do thou our Glory ſtand ; 
And like a Wall ot guardian Fire 


Surround the favourite Land. 
1. 


When ſhall thy Name, from Shore to Shore, 
Sound all the Earth abroad; 
And diſtant Nations know and Jave 


T heir Saviour and their Gop? 
Iv. 
Sing to the Ln D, ye diſtant Lands, 
Sing loud with folemn Voice 
While Britiſh Tongues exalt his Praiſe, 
And Britiſh Hearts rejoice. 
Bi 
He, the great Lord, the ſov'reign Judge 
That fits enthron'd above, 
Wiſcly commands the Worlds he made, 
In Juſtice and in Love. 
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VI, 
Earth ſhall obey her Maker's Will, 
And yield a full Increaſe ; 
Our Gop will crown his choſen Iſle 


With Fruitfulneſs and Peace. 
vn. 


God, the Creator, ſcatters round 
His choiceſt Favours here ; 

While the Creation's utmoſt Bound 
Shall ſee, adore, and fear. 


LVIII. Second Part. Short Metre. 
National . deſired. 


8 8 O bleſs thy choſen Race, 
In Mercy, Lon p, incline; 
And cauſe the Brightneſs of thy Face, 


On all thy Saints to ſhine. 
| II. 


That ſo thy wond'rous Ways, 
May thro' the World be known; 
While diſtant Lands their Tribute pay, 


And thy Salvation own. 
11. 


Let diff*ring Nations join 
To celebrate thy Fame; 


Let all the World, O Lok d, combine, 
To praiſe thy glorious Name ! 
Iv 


O let them ſhout and ſing 
With Joy and pious Mirth ; © 
For thou, the righteous Judge and King, 
Shalt govern all the Earth! 
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8 
Then ſhall the teeming Ground 
A large Increaſe diſcloſe; 
And we with Plenty ſhall be crown'd, 
Which God, our Gop, beſtows. 
VI, 
Then Gop vpon our Land 
Shall conſtant Bleſſings ſhow'r; 
And all the World in Awe ſhall ſtand 
Of his reſiſtleſs Pow'r. 


LIX. Long Metre. 
Praiſe for temporal Bleſſings. 
1 


WE bleſs the LorD, the Juſt, the Good, 
Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Food; 
Who pours his Bleſſings from the Skies, 
And loads our Days with rich Supplies. 
u. | 
He ſends the Sun his Circuit round, | 
To chear the Fruits, to warm the Ground; 
He bids the Clouds with plenteous Rain 
Refreſh the thirſty Earth again. 
TIL. 
*Fis to his Care we owe our Breath, 
And all our near Eſcapes from Death; 
Safety and Health to Gop belong, 
He heals the Weak, and guards the Strong, 
IV. | 
He makes the Saint and Sinner prove 
The common Bleſſings of his Love; 
But the wide Difference that remains 
Is endleſs Joy or dreadful Pains. 
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V, 
The Lord that bruis'd the Serpent's Head, 
On all the Serpent's Seed ſhall tread ; 
The ſtubborn Sinner's Hope confound, 
And ſmite him with a laſtiog Wound. 

VI. 

But his right Hand his Saints ſhall raiſe. 
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas; 
And bring them to his Courts above, 
Where they ſhall caſte his ſpecial Love. 


LX. Common Metre. 
Old Age, Death, and the Reſurrection. 


7 
(32P of my Childhood and my Youth, 
The Guide of all my Days, 
J have declar'd thy heav*nly Truth, 
And told thy wond'rous Ways. 
| 1 


Wilt thou forſake my hoary Hairs, 
And leave my fainting Heart? 
Who ſhall ſuſtain my ſinking Years, 
If Gop my Strength depart ? 
III. 
Let me thy Pow'r and Truth proclaim 
To the ſurviving Age, 
And leave a Savour of thy Name 
When I ſhall quit the Stage. 
| IV. 
The Land of Silence and of Death 
Attends my next remove; 
O may theſe poor Remains of Breath 
Teach the wide World thy Love! 
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 Pavse. 
V 


Thy Righteovſneſs is deep and high, 
Unſearchable thy Deeds; 

Thy Glory ſpreads beyond the Sky, 
And all my Praiſe exceeds. 

Ts 

Oft have I heard thy Threatnings rore, 
And oft endur'd the Grief ; | 

But when thy Hand has preſt me ſore, 


Thy Grace was my Relief. 
VII, 


By long Experience have I known 
Thy ſov'reign Pow'r to ſave; 
At thy Command I venture down - 


Securely to the Grave. 
VI1I, 


When I lie buried deep in Duſt, 
My Fleſh ſhall be thy Care ; 
Theſe withering Limbs with thee I truſt 


To raiſe them ſtrong and fair, 


LXI. Firft Part, Common Metre. 
The Chriftian's Reflection and Hope. 


I, 
M Y Gov, my everlaſting Hope, 
live upon thy Truth; 

Thine Hands have held my Childhood up, 
And ſtrengthen'd all my Youth. 

| n. 

My Fleſh was faſhion'd by thy Power, 
With all theſe Limbs of mine; 
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And from my Mother's painful Hour, 
I've been entirely thine. 
111, 
Still has my Life new Wonders ſeen, 
Repeated ev'ry Year; 
Behold my Days that yet remain, 
I truſt them to thy Care. 
I. 
Caſt me not off when Strength declines, 
When hoary Hairs ariſe; 
And round me let thy Glory ſhine, 
Whene'er thy —_— dies. 


Then in the Hiſtory of my Age, 

_ When Men review my Days, 

They'll read thy Love in ev*ry Page, 
In ev'ry Line thy Praiſe. 


LXI. Serond Part, Common Metre. 
Gop our Portion here and hereafier. 


G0. my er and my Hope, 
My Help for ever near; 


Thine pk of Mercy held me up 
When ſinking in 3 


Thy Counſels, ri {ball guide my Feet 
Thro' this dark Wilderneſs; 
Thine Hand conduct me near thy Seat, 
To dwell before thy Face. 
11. 
Were I in Heav'n without my Gop, 
*T would be no Joy to me; 
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And whilſt this Earth is my Abode, 

I long for none but thee. 

Iv, 

What if the Springs of Life were broke, 

And Fleſh and Heart ſhould faint ! 
Gop is my Soul's eternal Rock, 

The Strength of ev 111 Saint. 


Behold, the Sinners * remove 
Far from thy Preſence, die; 
Not all the Idol-gods they love 
Can ſave them when they cry. 
WY - 
But to draw near to thee, my God, 
Shall be my ſweet Employ z 
My Tongue ſhall, ſound thy Works abroad, 
And tell the World my Joy. 


IL ENII, Short Metre, 
The Myſtery of Providence unfolded. 


S Uns there's a righteous God, 
Nor is Religion vain; 
Tho' Men of Vice may boaſt aloud, 
And Men of t complain. 


I ſaw the Wicked rife, 
And felt my Heart repine, 
While haughty Fools with ſcornful Eyes, 
In Robes of Honour ſhine, 
": 
Their impious Tongues blaſpheme 
T he everlaſting Gopz 
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Their Malice blaſts the good Man's Name, 
And ſpreads their 5 abroad. 


But J with flowing Tears — 
Indulg'd my Doubts to riſe ; 
Is there a Goo that ſees or hears 
« The Things below the Skies?“ 
v 


The Tumults of my T bought 
Held me in hard Suſpence, 
Till to thy Houſe my Feet were born 


To learn thy Juſtice thence. 
vi. 


Thy Word with Light and Pow'r, 
Did my Miſtakes amend; 

I view'd the Sinners Lives before, 
But here | learnt.their End, 


VII, 
On what a ſlippery Steep 
The thoughtleſs Wretches go; 
And O that dreadful fiery Deep 


That waits their Fall below 
VIII. 


Lox, at thy Feet I bow, 
My Thoughts no more repine z 
I call my Gop my Portion now, 
And all my Pow'rs are thine. 


LXIII. Common Metre. 
Melancholy aſſaulting, and Hope prevailing, 


I, 
TI God I cry'd with mournful Voice, 
| ſought his gracious Ear; 
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In the ſad Day when Troubles roſe, 
And fill'd the * with Fear. 


Sad were my Days, an dark my Nights, 
My Soul refus'd Relief ; 

I thought on Gov the Juſt and Wiſe, 
But Thoughts increas'd my Grief, 

m. 

My overwhelming Sorrows grew, 

Till I could ſpeak no more: 

Then I withia myſelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy * o' er. 


I call'd back Years * ancient Times, 
When I beheld thy Face; 

My Spirit ſearch'd for [ſecret Crimes 
That might - thy Grace. 


I call'd thy Mercies to my Mind 
Which I enjoy'd before; 
And will the Lozp no more be kind, 
His Face appear no more? 
VI. 
But I forbid this hopeleſs Thought, 
This dark deſpairing Frame, 
Rememb'ring what thy Hand hath wrought, 
Thy Hand is ſtill the fame. 


LXIV. Long Metre. 
The Kingdom of CHRIST. 


I. 
G EAT Go, whoſe univerſal Sway 
The known and unknown Worlds obey, 
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Now give the Kingdom to thy Son, 
Extend his Pow'r, exalt his Throne ! 
1 n. 

Thy Scepter well becomes his Hands; 
All Heav'n ſubmits to his Commands; 
His Juſtice ſhall protect the Poor, 
And Pride and Rage prevail no more. 

| nr. 
With Pow'r he vindicates the Juft, 
And treads th* Oppreſſor in the Duſt 3 
His Worſhip and his Fear ſhall laſt, 
Till Hours, and Years, and Time be paft, 


IV. 
As Rain on Meadows newly mown, 
So ſhall he ſend his Influence down 
His Grace on fainting Souls diſtils, 
Like heav'nly Dew on thirſty Hills. 

| f 
The Heathen Lands that lie beneath 
The Shades of over-ſpreading Death, 
Revive at his firſt dawning Light, 
And Deſerts bloſſom at the Sight. 


vi. 

The Saints ſhall flouriſh in his Days, 
Dreſs'd in the Robes of Joy and Praiſe; 
Peace, like a River, from his Throne, 
Shall flow to Nations yet unknown. 


LXV. Firſt Part. Common Metre, 
The Pleaſure of public Worſbip. 


I, | 
God of Hoſts, the mighty Lox p, 
How lovely is the Place 


O 
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Where thou, enthron'd in Glory, ſhew'ſt 
The Brightneſs of thy Face! 
I 


My longing Soul faints with Deſire 
To view thy bleſt Abode ; 

My panting Heart and Fleſh cry out, 
For thee the living Gop. 


0 Lorp of Hoſts, — King and Gop, 
How highly. bleſt are they 
Who in thy Temple always dwell, 


And there thy Praiſe diſplay ! 
"00 


Thrice happy they, whoſe Choice hath thee 
Their ſure Protection made; 
Who long to tread the ſacred Ways 
That to thy Dvelling lead. 


Thus they proceed Wa Strength toStrength, 
And till approach. more near, 

Till all on Sion's holy Mount, 
Before their Gop appear. 


LXV. Second Part, Com mon Metre. 
The Advantages of public Worſhip. 


I. 
O WHarT a pleaſant Work it is 
| To praiſe the LorD above; 
Morning and Ev'ning to. proclaim 


His Faithfulneſs and Love |! 
I, 


Great are thy Works, and 'thy Deſigns 
Contain the deepeſt Senſe ; | 
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Tho' wicked Men and Fools miſtake 

Thy Ways of Providence. 
N 

They ſpring and flouriſh like the Graſs, 
With good Succeſs o'erjoy'd, 

And only grow to be mow*d down, 
And utterly deſtroy'd. 

Iv. 

But righteous Men, like fruitful Palms, 
Or ſtately Cedars, grow; 

For planted in thy Courts they're fed 
With Springs that ever flow. 
1 F 

There they are fair and ever thrive, 
And {till more Fruit ſhall bring; 

Age, that makes other Things decay, 
Makes them more flouriſhing. 

VI. | 

Thus Gop appears to all the World 
To be both good and juſt; 

No Falſeneſs can be charg'd on him, 
Who is my Rock and Truſt. 


LXVI. As the exLvii"® Pſalm, 
Delight in Public Worſhip. 


if 
OrD of the Worlds above 
How pleaſant and how fair, 
The Dwellings of thy Love, 
Thy earthly Temples are. 


96 PSALM LXVI. 
To thine Abode 
My Heart aſpires, _ 
With warm Deſires 
To ſee my Gos. 


I 


O happy Souls, that pray 

Where Gop appoints to hear ! 

O happy Men, that pay 

Their conſtant Service there! 
They praiſe thee ſtill; 
And happy they 
That love the Way 
To Sion's Hill. 


„ 
They go from Strength to Strength, 
Thro' this dark Vale of Tears, 
Till each arrives at length, 
Till each in Heav'n appears. 

O glorious Seat! 

When Gop our King 

Shall thither bring 

Our willing Feet. 

Iv. 


To ſpend one ſacred Day, 
Where Gop and Saints abide, 
Affords diviner Joy 
Than thouſand Days beſide. 
Where Gor reſorts, 
I love it more 
To keep the Door, 
Than ſhine in Courts. 


V. The 
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v. 
The Loxd his People loves; 
His Hand no Good withholds 
From thoſe his Heart approves, 
From pure and pious Souls : 
Thrice happy he, 
O Gop of Hoſts, 
Whoſe Spirit truſts 
Alone in thee, 


LXVII. Common Metre. 
The Power and Majeſty of Gov. 


I, 
I T H Rev'rence let the Saints appear, 
And bow before the Lorp ; 
His high Commands with Rev'rence hear, 
And tremble at his Word. | 
II, 4 
How terrible thy Glories be! | 
How bright thy Armies ſhine ! 
Where is the Pow'r that vies with thee, 
Or Truth compar'd with thine ? 
In. 
The Northern Pole and Southern reſt 
On thy ſupporting Hand; 
Darkneſs and Day from Eaſt to Weſt 
Move round at thy Command. 
IV. 
Thy Words the raging Wind controll, 
And rule the boiſt'rous Deep; _ 
Thou mak'ſt the ſleeping Billows roll, 
The rolling Billows ſleep. 
Fa F 
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1 
Heav'n, Earth and Air, and Sea are thine, 
And the dark World of Hell; 
How did thine Arm in Vengeance ſhine 
When Egypt durſt rebel ? 


VI, 
Juſtice and Judgment are thy Throne, 
Yet wond'rous is thy Grace; 
While Truth and Mercy join'd in one, 
Invite us near thy Face, 


LXVIII. As the XI Pſalm. 
Death and the Reſurrection. 


1, 


T K, be Gop, on feeble Man; 
How few his Hours! how ſhort his Span! 
Short from the Cradle to the Grave : 
Who can ſecure his vital Breath 
Againſt the bold Arreſts of Death, 
With Skill to fly, or Pow'r to fave ? 
| | . 
Lon p, ſhall it be for ever ſaid, 
The Race of Man was only made 
For Sickneſs, Sorrow, and the Duſt! 
Are not thy Servants Day by Day 
Sent to their Graves, and turn'd to Clay? 
Lon o, where's thy Kindnels to the Joſt: ö 
III. 


Haſt thou not promis'd to thy Son 
And all his Seed a heav'nly Crown ? 
Bur Fleſh and Senſe indulge Deſpair : 
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For ever bleſſed be the LoR D, 
That Faith can read his holy Word, 
And find a Reſurrection there, 
. TIS > 
For ever bleſſed be the Lok p, 
W ho gives his Saints a large Reward 
For all their Toil, Reproach and Pain: 
Let all below, and all above, 
Join to proclaim thy wond'rous Love, 
And cach repeat their loud Amen. 


LXIX. Long Metre. 
Man mortal, Gop Ziernal. 


4 
HR O' every Age, eternal Gop, 
Thou art our Keſt, our ſafe Abode: 
High was thy Throne, ere Heav'n was made, 
Or Earth thy humble Footſtool laid. 
II, 
Long hadſt thou reign'd ere Time began, 
Or Duſt was faſhion'd into Man 
And long thy Kingdom ſhall endure, - 
When Earth and Iime ſhall be no more. 
II. | 
But Man, weak Man, is born to die, 
Subject to Guilt and Vanity; 2 
Thy dreadful Sentence, LorDp, was juſt, 
© Return, ye Sinners, to your Duſt,” 
IV. 
Death, like an overflowing Stream, 
Sweeps us away; our Life's a Dream, 
An empty Tale, a Morning Flower, 
Cut down and wither'd in an Hour. 
F 2 
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V. 
Teach us, O Logp, how frail is Man, 
And kindly lengthen out our Span 
Till a wiſe Care of Piety | 
Fit us to die, and dwell with thee. 


LXIX. Firſt Part. Common Metre, 
Frailty and Vanily of buman Life. 


| I. 
Lors; if thy Eyes ſurvey our Faults, 
And Juſtice grows ſevere, 
Thy dreadful Wrath exceeds our Thoughts, 
And burns beyond our Fear. 
11, 
Thy Anger turns our Frame to Duſt; 
By one Offence to thee, 
Adam with all his Sons have loſt 


Their [mmortality. 
ur, | 
Life, like a vain Amuſement, flies, 
A Fable or a Song; 
By ſwift Degrees our Nature dies, 
Nor can our Joys be long. 
iv 


How few are they whoſe Days amount 
To threeſcore Years and Ten! 

And all beyond that ſhort Account, 
Is Sorrow, Toil and Pain. 


3 

[Our Vitals with laborious Strife 
Bear up the heavy Load, 

And drag thoſe poor Remains of Life, 
Along the tireſom Road.] 
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| VI 

Almighty Gop, reveal thy Love, 
And not thy Wrath alone; 


O let our ſweet Experience prove 


The Mercies of thy Throne 
; vn. 


Our Souls would learn the heav'nly Art 
T* improve the Hours we have; 
That we may act the wiſer Part, 
And live beyond the Grave, 


LXIX. Second Part, Common Metre. 
Breathing after Heaven. 


I. 
R Ervzn, O Gop of Love, return! 
Earth is a tireſom Place; 
How long ſhall we thy Children mourn 
Our abſence from thy Face? 
8 I, | 
Let Heav*n ſucceed our painful Years, 
Let Sin and Sorrow ceaſe ; 
And in Proportion to our Tears, 
So make our Joys increaſe. 
| III. | 
Thy Wonders to thy Servants ſhow, 
Make thy own Work compleat ; 
Then ſhall our Souls thy Glory know, 
And own thy Love was great. 


IV. 

Then ſhall we ſhine before thy Throne, 
In all thy Goodneſs, Lord ; 

And the poor Service we have done 

Meet a divine Reward, 


13 
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LAX Short Metre. 
The Frailiy and Skormeſs of Life. 


I 


LO D, What a feeble Piece 
Is this our mortal Frame! 
Our Life how poor a Trifle *cis, 
That ſcarce deſerves the Name! 
fy; on | | 
Alas! the brittle Clay 
That built our Body firſt! 
And ev'ry Month and ev'ry Day 
*Tis mould'ring back to Duſt, 
19 


Our Moments fly apace, 
Nor will our Minutes ſtay; 
Juſt like a Flood our haſty Days, 
Are ſweeping us away. 
- © IV. 
Well, if our Days muſt fly, 
We'll keep their End in fight; 
We'll ſpend them all in Wiſdom's Way, 
And let them ſpecd their Flight. 
v. h 
They'll waft us ſooner o'er 
This Life's tempeſtuous Sea; 
Soon we ſhall reach the peaceful Shore 
Of bleſt Eternity, 


PS AL M LXXI. 103 


LXXI. Long Metre. 
* the Lor D's Day. 


I, 


QWeer i is the Work, my Gon, my King, 
To praiſe thy Name, give Thanks and ſings 

To 2 thy Love by Morning-Light, 
And talk of all thy Truth at Nicht. 

II, 
My Heart ſhall triumph in the Loxp, 
Ard bleſs his Works, and bleſs his Word: 
Thy Works of Grace, how bright they ſhine! 
Ho deep thy Counſels! how divine! 

| 75 

Fools never raiſe their Thoughts ſo high z. 
Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die; 
Like Graſs they flouriſh, till thy Breath 
Blaſt them in everlaſting Death. 2 

iv. | 
But 1 ſhall ſhare a glorious Part, ; | 
When Grace hath well refin'd my Heart; 
My inward Foes ſhall all be lain, 
And nothing break my Peace again. 


Then ſhall T ſee, md” hear, and know 
All I defir*d; or hop'd below; 

And every Pow'r find ſweet Employ, 
In that eternal World of Joy. 


F 4 
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LXXII. Long Metre. 
Safety in public Diſeaſes and Dangers. 


I. 
HE that hath made his Refuge Gop, 
Shall find a moſt ſecure Abode; 
Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade, 
And there at Night ſhall reſt his Head. 
II 


Then will I fay, «© My God, thy Pow'r 
Shall be my Fortreſs and my Tower: 
«« ], that am form'd of feeble Duſt,. 
% Make thy almighty Arm my Truſt,” 
. 

Thrice happy Man! Thy Maker's Care 
Shall keep thee from the Fowler's Snare; 
Satan the Fowler, who betrays 


Unguarded Souls a thouſand Wayͤs. 
WIS | /f 


Juſt as a Hen protects her Brood 

From Birds of Prey that ſeek their Blood, 

Under her Feathers, fo the Loxo 

Makes his own Arm his People's Guard. 
v 


If burning Beams of Noon conſpire 

To dart a peſtilential Fire; 

God is their Life, his Wings are ſpread 

To ſhield them with an healthful Shade. 
, 8 

If Vapours with malignant Breath 

Riſe thick, and ſcatter Midnight Death, 

Iſrael is ſafe; the poiſon'd Air 

Grows pure, it Iſrael's Goo be there. 


| PAus E. 


VII. 
What tho' a thouſand at thy Side, 
At thy right Hand ten thouſand dy'd, 
Thy Gop his choſen People faves 


Amongſt the Dead, amidſt the Graves, 
VIII 


So when he ſent his Angel down 
To make his Wrath in Egypt known, 
And ſew their Sons; his careful Eye 
| Paſt all the Doors — Jacob by. 


But if the Fire, or 8 or Sword, 

Receive Commiſſion from the Lok p, 

To ſtrike his Saints among the reſt, 
Their very Pains and N are bleſt. 


The Sword, the Peſtilence, or Fire, 
Shall but falfil their beſt Deſire ; 
From Sins and Sorrows ſet them free, 


And bring thy Children, Lok p, to thee. 
LXXIII. Common Metre. 


CarisT's Incarnation, and the laſt Fudgment. 


I, 
E Iflands of the Northern Sea 
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns 3 
His Word like Fire prepares his Way, 
And Mountains melt to Plains, 


3 + 
His Preſence ſinks the proudeſt Hills, 
And makes the Valleys rife ; 
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The humble Soul enjoys his Smiles, 
The haughty Sinner dies. 
. 


The Heav'ns his rightful Pow'r ee ; 
The Idol-gods around 
Fill their own Worſhippers with Shame, 
And totter to the Ground. 
IV. 
Adoring Angels at his Birth 
Make the Redeemer known ; 
Thus ſhall he come to judge the Earth, 
And Angels guard his Throne, 
. 


His Foes ſhall tremble at his Sight, 
And Hills and Seas retire; 8 
His Children take their unknown Flight, 

And leave the World in Fire. 


VI. 


The Seeds of Joy and Glory ſown 

For Saints in Darkness here, 

Sball riſe and ſpring in Worlds unknown, 
And a rich Harveſt bear. 


* ah 8 


LXXIV. Common Metre. 
The MxsslAk's Coming and Kingdom. 


{þ 
OY to the World, the Lord is come; 
Let Earth receive her King : 
Let every Heart prepare him Room, 
And Fw a and Nature ſing. 
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N II. 

Joy to the Earth, the Saviour reigns; 
Let Men their Songs employ, Plains, 

While Fields and Floods, Rocks, Hills and 
Repeat the ſounding Joy. 


III. | 

No more let Sins and Sorrows grow, 
Nor Thorns infeſt the Ground ; 

He comes to make his Bleſſings flow 


Far as the Curſe is found. 
IV. 


He rules the World with Truth and Grace, 
And makes the Nations prove 

The Glories of his Righteouſneſs, 
And Wonders of his Love. 


LXXV. Firft Part. Long Metre. 
_ Sickneſs healed, and Sorrows removed, 


I, 
I WiII extol thee, Lox , on high; 
At thy Command Diſeaſes fly; 
Who but a Gop can ſpeak and ſave 


From the dark Borders of the Grave? 
II. 


Sing to the Lokb, ye Saints of his, 
| And tell how large his Goodnels is; 
Let all your Pow'rs rejoice and bleſs, 


While you record his Holineſs. 
i.. 


His Anger but a Moment ſtays; 

His Love is Life and Length of Days; 
Tho? Grief and Tears the Night employ, 
The Morning-Star reſtores the Joy, _ 


« Pleaſure and Peace ſhall ne'er depart.” 
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LXXV. Second Parl. 
Health, Sickneſs and Recovery. 


I, 

F was my Health, my Day was bright, 
And I preſum'd *rwould ne'er be Night: 

Fondly I Aid within my Heart, 


n. | 
But I forgot thy Arm was ſtrong, 
Which made my Mountain ftand fo long; 
Soon as thy Face began to hide, 
My Health was gone, my Comforts dy'd. 
11k 
I cry'd aloud to thee, my Gop; 


„What canſt thou profit by my Blood? 


„Deep in the Duit can I declare 
„Thy Truth, or ling thy Goodneſs there: ? 


« Hear me, O Gov of Grace, I ſaid, 
Nor let me fink among the Dead:“ 
Thy Word rebuk'd the Pains I felt, 
Thy pard'ning Love TOY my Guilt. 


My Grones, and Thin and Forms of Woe, 
Are turn'd to Joy and Praiſes now; 
throw my Sackcloth on the Ground, 

And Eaſe and Gladneſs gird me round. 


VI, 
My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame, 
Shall ne'er be filent of thy Name; 
Thy Praiſe ſhall ſound thro' Earth and He.v'n, Ul 
For Sickneſs heal'd, and Sins forgiv'n. 
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LXXVI. Common Metre. 
Deliverance . Death, 


109 


1870 thy Hand, 0 Gop of Truth, 
My Spirit I commit; 
Thou haſt loans my Soul from Death, 
And ſav'd me from the Pit 


u. 
The Paſſions of my Hope and Fear 
Maintain'd a doubtful Strife, 
While Sorrow, Pain and Sin conſpir'd 
To take away my Life. 
111, 
My Times are in thy Hand, I cry'd, 
Tho? I draw near the Duſt ; 
Thou art the Refuge where I hide, 
- The Gop in whom I truſt. 
W. 
O make thy reconciled Face 
Upon thy Servant ſhine, 
And ſave me for thy Mercy' ſake, 
For l'm entirely thine. 


PAUSE. 


v. 
"Twas in my Haſte, my Spirit ſaid, 
« | muſt deſpair and die, 
] am cut off before thy Eyes;“ 


But thou haſt heard my Cry. 
VI. 


Thy Goodneſs, how divinely free! 
How wond'rous is thy Grace' 
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To thoſe that fear thy Majeſty, 
And truſt thy Promiſcs'! 
WL NT 
O love the Loxp, all ye his Saints, 
And ſing his Praiſes loud 
He'll bend his Ear to your Complaints, 
And recompence the Proud. 


LXXVII. Long Metre. 
Storm and Thunger. 
I, 
Gl to the Lorp, ye Sons of Fame, 
Give to the Loxp Renown and Pow'r; 
Aſcribe due Honours to his Name, 


And his eternal Might adore. 
II, 


The Lox proclaims his Pow'r aloud 
Over the Ocean and the Land; 
His Voice divides the wat'ry Cloud, 


And Lightnings blaze at his Command. 
11. 


He ſpeaks, and Tempeſt, Hail and Wind, 
Lay the wide Foreſt bare around ; 
T he fearful Hart and frighted Hind 


Leap at the Terror of the Sound. 
IV, 


The Lox fits Sov'reign on the Flood; 


The Thund'rer reigns for ever King; 
But makes his Church his bleſt Abode, 


Where we his aan Glories ſing. F 


In gentler Language jo EY the Lokp 
T NY Counſel of his Grace imparts 3 
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Amidſt the raging Storm, his Word 
Speaks Peace and Courage to our Hearts, 


LXXVIII. Common Metre, 
Wrath and Mercy from the Juggment-ſeat. 


WWIII my whole 1 [Il raiſe my Song, 
Thy Wonders III proclaim ; | 
Thou, ſov'reign Judge of Right and Wrong, 
Wilt put thy Foes to Shame. 
II, 


I'll ſing thy Majeſty and Grace; 
My Gop prepares his Throne 
To judge the World in Righteouſneſs, 


And make his Vengeance known, 
11, 


Then ſhall the Loxp a Refuge prove 
For all the Poor oppreſt; 
To ſave the People of his Love, 
And give the Weary Reſt. 
IV 


The Men that know thy Name will truſt 
In thy abundant Grace; 

For thou haſt ne'er forſook the Juſt, 
Who humbly ſeek * Face. 


Sing Praiſes to the righteous Lok p, 
Who dwells on Zion's Hill, 

Who executes his threatning Word, 
And doth his Grace fulfil, 
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LXXIX. Common Metre. 
The Wiſdom and —_ of Providence, 


W Hen the great Judge, ſupreme and juſt, 
Shall once inquire for Blood, 
The humble Souls that mourn in Duſt 


Shall find a faithful Gop. 
11, 


He from the dreadful Gates of Death 

Does his own Children raiſe ; 

In Zion's Gates with chearful Breath 
They ling their Father's Praiſe, 

| Hi. 

His Foes ſhall fall with heedleſs Feet 
Into the Pit they made; 

And Sinners periſh in the Net 
That their own Hands have ſpread. 

Iv. 

Thus by thy Judgments, mighty Gop, 
Are thy deep Counſels known ; 

When Men of Miſchief are deſtroy'd, 

The Snare muſt be their own. 


LXXX. Common Metre. 
Prayer beard, and the Righteous ſaved. 


I, 
HY doth the Lorp ſtand off fo far? 
And why conceal his Face, 


When great Calamities appear, 
And Times of — Diſtreſs ? 


Lord, ſhall the Wicked {till deride 
Thy Juſtice and thy Pow'r ? 
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Shall they advance their Heads in Pride, 
And {till thy Saints devour? 
11, 
They put thy Judgments from their Sight, 
And then inſult the Poor; 
They boaſt in their exalted Height, 
That they ſhall fall no more. 
Iv. 
Ariſe, O Gov, lift up thy Hand, 
Attend our humble Cry; 
No Enemy ſhall dare to ſtand 
When God aſcends on high, 


LXXXI. Common Metre. 
Gop the nin of his People. 


W HY do the Men of Malice rage, 
And fay with fooliſh Pride, 
«© The Gop of Heav'n will ne'er engage 
« To fight on Zion's Side.” 
n. 
But thou for ever art our LORD; 
And pow'rful is thy Hand, 
As when the Heathens felt thy Sword, 
And periſh'd from thy Land. 
In. 
Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to pray, 
And cauſe thy Ear to hear; 
He hearkens what his Children ſay, 
And puts the World in Fear. 
IV. 
Proud Tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs, 
No more deſpiſe the Juſt ; 
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And mighty Sinners ſhall confeſs 
They are but Earth and Duſt. 


LXXXII. Long Metre. 
Gop loves the Righteous, and hates the Micted. 


I, 
HE LoRDin Heav'n hath fix'd his Throne, 
His Eye ſurveys the World below; - 
To him all mortal Things are known, 
His Eyelids ſearch our Spirits thro''. 
Nr 
If he afflicts his Saints ſo far, 
To prove their Love, and try their Grace, 
What may the bold Tranſgreſſors fear ? 
His very Soul abhors their Ways, 
I. 
On impious Wretches he ſhall rain | 
Tempeſts of Brimſtone, Fire and Death, 
Such as he kindled on the Plain 
Of Sodom with his angry Breath. 
IV : 


The righteous LORD loves righteous Souls, 


Whole Thoughts and Actions are ſincere, 
And with a gracious Eye beholds 
The Men who his own Image bear. 


LXXXIII. Common Metre. 
Praiſe to God for hearing Prayer. 


I, 
N OW ſhall my ſolemn Vows be paid 
To that almighty Pow'r, 
Which heard: the long Requeſts I made- 
In my diſtreſsful Hour, -. 1 
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1, 

My Lips and chearful Heart prepare 
To make his Mercies known ; 

Come, ye that fear my Gor, and hear 


The Wonders he hath done. 
110. 
When on my Head huge Sorrows fell, 
I ſought his heav*nly Aid ; 
He ſav'd my ſinking Soul from Hell, 
And Death's eternal Shade. 
IV, 
If Sin lay cover'd in my Heart, 
While Pray'r employ'd my Tongue, 
The Lokp had ſhewn me no Regard, 
Nor I his Praiſes ſung. 
v 


But Gop, his Name be ever bleſt, 
Hath ſet my Spirit free; 

Nor turn'd from him my poor Requeſt, 
Nor turn'd his Heart from me. 


LXXXIV. Long Metre. 
Public Worſhip delightful. 


I, 
HO pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of Hoſts, thy Dwellings are! 

With long Deſire my Spirit faints, 
To meet th' Aſſemblies of thy Saints. 

| II, 
My Fleſh would reſt in thy Abode, 
My panting Heart cries out for Gop 
My Gop, my King, why ſhould I be 
So far from all my Joys and thee ? 
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UI. 
Bleſt are the Saints who ſit on high, 
Around thy Throne of Majeſty; 
Thy brighteſt Glories ſhine above, 
And all their Work is Praiſe and Love. 


IV. 

Bleſt are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the Temple of thy Grace ; 
There they behold thy gentler Rays, 


And ſeek thy Face, and learn thy Praiſe. 
v 


Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet, 
To find the Way to Sion's Gate; 

God is their Strength, and thro' the Road 
They lean upon their Helper, Gon. 


LXXXV. Long Metre. 
Gop preſent in bis Church, 
1. | 
(R247 Gov, attend while Sion fings 
The Joy that from thy Preſence ſprings z 
To ſpend one Day with thee on Earth 
Exceeds a thouſand Days of Mirth, 
II, | 
Might I enjoy the meaneft Place 
Within thy Houſe, O Gop of Grace! 
Not Tents of Eaſe, nor Thrones of Pow'r 


Should tempt my Feet to leave thy Door. 
11. 

GoD is our Sun, he makes our Day; 

Gob is our Shield, he guards our Way 

From all th' Aſſaults of Hell and Sin, 


From Foes without and Foes within. 
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IV. | 

All needful Grace will God beſtow, 

And crown that Grace with Glory too; 

He gives us all things, and withholds 

No real Good from upright Souls, 


O Gop, our King, whe ſov*reign Sway 
The glorious Hoſts of Heav'n obey, 
And Devils at thy Preſence flee, 

Bleſt is the Man that truſts in thee ! 


EXXXVI. Common Metre. 
Complaint under Temptation, 


H OW long wilt 50 conceal thy Face, 
My Gor, how long delay? | 
When mal | feel thoſe heav'nly Rays 
That chaſe my Fears away ? 
II. 
See how the Prince of Darkneſs tries 
All his malicious Arts, 
He ſpreads a Miſt around my Eyes, 


And throws his fiery Darts. 
Ul. 


Be thou my Sun, and thou my Shield; 
My Soul in Safety keep; 
Make haſte before my Eyes are ſeal'd 


In Death's eternal Sleep. 
Iv. 


How would the Tempter boaſt aloud 
If I become his Prey 

Behold, the Sons of Hell grow proud 

At thy ſo long Delay. 
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| by 

But they ſhall fly at thy Rebuke, 
And Satan hide his Head ; 

He knows the Terrors of thy Look, 


And hears thy Voice with Dread. 
. VI. 


Thou wilt diſplay that ſov'reign Grace 
Where all my Hopes have hung; 

I ſhall employ my Lips in Praiſe, 
And Vict'ry fhall be ſung. 


LXXXVII. Common Metre. 
Mercies of God recorded. 


I, 
TEE Children hear the mighty Deeds 
Which Gop perform'd of old; 
Which in our younger Years we ſaw, 
And which our Fathers told, 
II, 
He bids us make his Glories known; 
His Works of Pow'r and Grace: 
And we'll convey his Wonders down 
Thro' ev'ry riſing Race. 
11, 
Our Lips ſhall tell them to our Sons, 
And they again to theirs 
That Generations yet unborn 
May teach them to'their Heirs, 
IV, 
Thus ſhall they learn, in Gop alone 
Their Hope ſecurely ſtands ; 
That they may ne'er forget his Works, 
Bur practiſe his Commands, 
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LXXXVIII. Common Metre. 
The Puniſhment ef Luxury. 


I, 
Hz Iſrael ſins, the Logo reproves, 
And fills their Hearts with Dread ; 
Yet he forgives the Men he loves, 
And ſends them heav'nly Bread. 


II, 
He fed them with a lib'ral Hand, 
And made his Treaſures 8 ; 
He gave the Midnight- Clouds Command 
To pour Proviſion down. 
III. 
The Manna like a Morning Show'r 
Lay thick around their Feet; 
The Corn of Heav'n, ſo light, fo pure, 
As tho' "twere Angels Meat. 
IV, 
But they in murmuring Language ſaid, 
« Manna is all our Feaſt; 
«© We lothe this light, this airy Bread; 
„We mult have i to taſte.” 


«© Ye ſhall have F leſt to pleaſe your Luſt,” 
The Logp in Wrath reply'd 

And ſent them Quails like Sand or Duſt, 
Heap'd up from Side to Side. 


VI. 

He gave them all their own Deſire ; 
And greedy as they fed, 

His Vengeance burnt with ſecret Fi ire, 
And imote the Rebels dead. 
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Oft he chaſtis'd, an 
Till by his gracious Hand, 


VII. 
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d ſtill forgave, 


The Nation he reſolv'd to ſave 


Poſſeſs'd the promis'd Land. 


LXXXIX. Firſt Part, Common Metre. 


M 


The Faithfulneſs of Gov. 


I. 
Y never-ceaſing Songs ſhall ſhow 
The Mercies of the Loxp ; 


And make ſucceeding Ages know 


How faithful is his Word. 


II. 


The ſacred Truths his Lips pronounce 
Shall firm as Heav'n endure; 
And if he ſpeak a Promiſe once, 


Th' eternal Grace is ſure. 


III. | 

How long the Race of David held 
The promis'd Jewiſh Throne! 

But there's a nobler Cov'nant ſeal'd 


To David's greater Son. 


His Seed for ever ſhall poſſeſs 
A Throne above the Skies; 


IV, 


The meaneſt Subject of his Grace 


Shall to that Glory riſe. 
v 


Lorp Gop of Hoſts, thy wond'rous Ways 
Are ſung by Saints above z 


And Saints on Earth their Honours raiſe 


To thy unchanging Love. 


LXXXIX. 


| Iſr 
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LXXXIX. Second Part, Common Metre. 
The Bleſſi 'ngs of the Goſpel. 

I, 

LesT are the Souls that hear and know | 
The Goſpel's joyful Sound ; 


Peace ſhall attend the Path they go, 


And Light their Steps ſurround. 
II, 


T heir Joy ſhall bear their Spirits up, 
' Thro' their Redeemer's Name; 
His Promiſes exalt their Hope, 


Nor Satan dares condemn. 
III. 


The Lord our Glory and Defence, 
Strength and Salvation gives; 
Iſrael, thy KI No for ever reigns, 

Thy God for ever lives. 


XC. Long Metre. 


. Morldlity and Hope. 

3 Bp 

R Emzunen, LokD, our mortal State, 
How frail our Lite, how ſhort the Date! 
Where is the Man that draws his Breath, 
Safe from Diſeaſe, ſecure from Death ? 
I1, g 

Lokp, while we ſee whole Nations die, 
Our Fleſh and Senſe repine and cry, 
** Muſt Death for ever rage and reign ? 


Or haſt thou made Mankind in vain ?” 
11, 


Where is thy Promiſe to the Juſt ? 
Are not thy Servants turn'd to Duſt ? 
G 


. 


But Faith forbids theſe mournful Sighs, 
And ſees the ſleeping Duſt ariſe. 
| iv 


That glorious Hour, that dreadful Day, 
Wipes the Reproach of Saints away, 
And clears the Honour of thy Word, 
Awake, our Souls and bleſs the Lok. 


XC. Common Metre. 
Man frail and Gov eternal. 


I. 
OUR Gop, our Help in Ages paſt, 
Our Hope for Years to come 
Our Shelter from the ſtormy Blaſt, 
And our eternal Home. 


| 41. 
Under the Shadow of thy Throne 
Thy Saints have dwelt ſecure 
Sufficient is thine Arm alone, 
And our Defence is ſure, 
III. 
Before the Hills in order ſtood, 
Or Earth receiv'd her Frame, 
From everlaſting thou art Gop, 


To endleſs Years the ſame. 
IV. 


Thy Word commands our Fleſh to Duſt, 


« Return, ye Sons of Men :*” 
All Nations roſe from Earth at firſt, 
And turn to Earth again. 
V 


A thouſand Ages in thy Sight 
Are like an Ev' ning gone; 


AD e > ' kad 
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Short as the Watch that ends the Night 

Before the riſing Sun. 

vi. 

Time, like an ever- rolling Stream, 

Bears all its Sons away; 
They fly, forgotten, as a Dream 

Dies at the op' ning Day. 

vn. 

Like flow'ry Fields the Nations ſtand, 

Pleas'd with the Morning- Light; 
The Flowers beneath the Mower's Hand 

Lie withering ere *tis Night. 


XCI. Long Metre. 
Govp's protecting Providence. 


I, 
E that hath Gop for his Retreat, 
> Hath gain'd a ſafe and quiet Seat 
For Gop's o'erſpreading Providence 
Will, like a Shade, be his Defence. 
II, 
To him, as to my Fort, I'll fly, 
On him my pow'rful Gop rely; 
When noiſom Plagues infect the Air, 
He'll ſave me from the ſecret Snare, 
11, 
His Care, like Wings, ſhall Safety yield, 
His faithful Promiſe be thy Shield ; 
So that no Dangers in the Night 
Shall ſeize thee with a ſudden Fright, 
IV. 0 
Since thou haſt made the Lok p moſt high 
Thy Refuge and Security, 
e 


- 
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No Evil ſhall thy Peace moleſt, 
No Plague thy Dvelog ſhall infeſt. 


“ Becauſe he knows 403 fears my Name, 
« l' honour him, and raiſe his Fame; 
« When he invokes me in his Need, 

% I'll hear, and anſwer him with Speed.“ 


| XCII. Long Metre. 
The Advantage of Public Worſhip. 


: I, 
En tis a pleaſant Thing to ſtand 

In Gardens planted by thy Hand; 
Let me within thy Courts be ſeen, 
Like a young Cedar freſh and green, 

II. 

There grow thy Saints in Faith and Love, 
Bleſt with thine Influence from above; 
Not Lebanon with all its Trees 
Yields ſuch a comely Sight as theſe, 
1. 

The Plants of Grace ſhall ever live; 
Nature decays, but Grace muſt thrive; 
Time, that doth all Things elſe impair, 
Still makes them flouriſh ſtrong and fair. 


. Iv. 
Laden with Fruits of Age they ſhew, 


The Lord is holy, juſt and true; 
None that attend his Gates ſhall find 


A God unfaithful or unkind. 
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XCIII. Long Metre. 
7 be Eternal ” Sovereign GOD. 


'Enovan reigns; He dwells in Light, 
Girded with Majeſty and Might; 
The World, created by his Hands, 
Still on its Grſt Foundation ſtands. 
IL, 
But ere this ſpacious World was made, 
Or had its firſt Foundation laid, 
Thy Throne eternal Ages ſtood, 
Thy Self the ever-living Gop. 
III. 
Like Floods the angry Nations riſe, 
And aim their Rage againſt the Skics; 
Vain Floods, that aim their Rage ſo high.“ 
At thy Rebuke the Billows die. 
W.. 
For ever ſhall thy Throne endure; 
Thy Promiſe ſtands for ever ſure; 
And everlaſting Holineſs 
hecomes the Dvcllings of thy Grace. 


XClVv. As the cxx11! Pſalm. 
God's Supreme. Dominion. 
I. | 


TEE Lond JEHOVAAH reigns, 
And royal State maintains, 
His Head with awful Glories crown'd; 

Array'd in Robes of Light, 

Begirt with ſov*reign Might, 

And Rays of n, around. 
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11, 
Upheld by thy Commands 
The World ſecurely ſtands; 

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word ; 
Thy Throne was fix'd on high 
Before the ſtarry Sky ; 

Eternal is thy Kingdom, Loxo. 

; 11, 
In vain the noiſy Croud, 
Like Billows fierce and loud, 

Againſt thine Empire rage and rore 
In vain with angry Spite 
The ſurly Nations fight, 

And daſh like Waves againſt the Shore. 

7 FE, 
Let Flobds and Nations rage, 
And all their Pow'rs engage, 
Let ſwelling Tides aſſault the Sky; 
The Terrors of thy Frown 
Shall beat their Madneſs down: 
Thy Throne for ever ſtands on high. 
1 
Thy Promiſes are true, 
Thy Grace is ever new, 

There fix d, thy Church ſhall ne'er remove; 
Thy Saints with holy Fear 
Shall in thy Courts appear, 

And ling thy everlaſting Love. 

| VI, | 
Let Floods and Nations rage, 
And all their Pow'rs engage, 
Let ſwelling Tides aſſault the Sky; 
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The Terrors of thy Frown 
Shall beat their Madneſs down; 
Thy Throne for ever ſtands on high. 


XCV. Long Metre. 


CnrisT reigning in Heaven, and coming 
to 4 


H F reigns; the 1 the Sayiour reigns! 
Praiſe him in evangelic Strains: 

Let the whole Earth in Songs rejoice, 
And diſtant Iſlands join their Voice. 

11, 
Deep are his Counſels and unknown, 
But Grace and Truth ſupport his Throne; 
Tho' gloomy Clouds his Way ſurround, 
Juſtice is their eternal Ground, 

II, 
In Robes of Judgment, lo, he comes, 
Shakes the wide Earth, and cleaves theTombs; 
Before him burns devouring Fire, 


The Mountains melt, the Seas retire. 
Iv. 


His Enemies wih ſore Diſmay, 
Fly from the Sight and ſhun the Day; 
Then lift your Heads, ye Saints, on high, 
And fing, for your Redemption's nigh. 
XCVI. Proper Tune. 
Univerſal Praiſe to Gov. 


[As the cx111th Pſalm, leaving out the two laſt Lines 
m each Stanza. ] 


E T all the Earth their Voices raiſe, 
To ſing the choiceſt Pſalm of Praiſe, 
To ling and bleſs IE HovAn's Name: 


4 
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His Glory let the Heathens know, 
His Wonders to the Nations ſhew, _ 
And all his faving Works proclaim. 
Wonders of Grace to God belong. 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song, ] 
1. 


The Heathens know thy Glory, Lord; 
The wond'ring Nations read, thy Word. 
In Britain is Jenovan known: 
Our Worſhip ſhall no more be paid 
To Gods which mortal Hands have made ; 
Our Maker is our Gop alone. 
[ive to our Gop immortal Praiſe, . 
Mercy and Truth 5 all his Werl 
He fram'd the Globe, p built the Sky, | 
He made the ſhining, Worlds on high, 
And reigns complete in Glory there: 
His Beams are Majeſty and Light; 
His Beauties, how divinely bright! 

His Temple, how divinely fair! 
[Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 

Repeat his Mercies in your N 

IV. 

Come the great Day, the glorious Hour, 
When Earth ſhall feel his ſaving Pow'r, 

And barbarous Nations fear his Name; 
Then ſhall the Race of Man confeſs 
The Beauty of his Holineſs, 

And in his Courts his Grace proclaim. 
[Give to our Gop immortal Praiſe, 

Mercy and Truth are all his Ways.) 
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Xen. Common Metre. 
The Power, Holineſs, Truth and Fuſtice of Gop. 


I, 
8 reigns, let therefore all 
The guilty Nations quake; 
On Cheri Wings he fits enthron'd;. 
Let Earth's Foundations ſhake. 
II. 
On Sion's Hill he keeps his Court, 
His Palace makes her Tow'rs;. 
Yet thence his. Sov*reignty extends. 
Supreme o'er earthly, Pow'rs. 


AE 5 
Let therefore all with Praiſe addreſs 
His great and dreadful Name, 
And. with his unrefiſted Might 
His Holineſs proclaim. 
IV, 
For Truth and Juſtice, in his Reign, 
Of Strength and. Pow'r take place; 
His Judgments are with Righteouſneſs. |, 
Diſpens'd to 1 Race. 


Therefore exalt the d our Gop;, 
Before his Footſtool fall; 

And with his unreſiſted Might 
His Holineſs- extol. 


VI; 
With Worſhip at his ſacred Courts, 
Exalt our Gop and LokDp; 
For He, who only Holy is, 
Alone ſhould: be ador'd.. 
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XCVIII. Long Metre. 
_ Govp's unchangeable Goodneſs. 


I, 

E Tanz Source of ev*ry Joy, 

Well may thy Praiſe our Lips employ; 

While in thy Temple we appear, 

Whoſe Goodneſs crowns the circling Year, 
II, | 

Wide as the Wheels of Nature roll, 

Thy Hand ſupports the fteady Pole; 

The Sun is taught by thee to rife, 

And Dark neſs when to veil the Skies, 
III. 

Seaſons and Months, and Weeks and Days, 

Demand ſucceſſive Songs of Praiſe; 

Still be the chearful Homage paid, 

With op'ning Light, and ev'ning Shade. 
Iv. 


O may our more harmonious Tongues 
In Worlds unknown purſue the Songs ! 
And in thoſe brighter Courts adore, 
When Days and Years revolve ho more. 


XCIX. Short Metre. 
God to be worſhipped with Reverence. 


I. 
XaLT the Lokp our Gon, 
And worſhip at his Feet; 

His Nature is all Holineſs, 

And Mercy is his Seat. 
I1, 

When Iſrael was his Church, 

When Aaron was his Prieſt; 


He gave his People reſt. 


11. 
Oft he forgave their Sins, 
Nor would deſtroy their Race; 
And oft he made his Vengeance known, 


When they abus'd his Grace. 
Iv. 


Exalt the Lord our Gop 
| Whoſe Grace is ſtill the ſame; 
Still he's a Gov of Holineſs, 
And jealous for his Name. 


C. Long Metre. 
Praiſe 40 our Creator, 


Glad Homage pay with awful Mirth, 
And ſing before him Fong of Praiſe. 


Convinc'd that he is 7 alone, 
From whom both we and all proceed; 
We, whom he chooſes for his own, 


The Flock that he vouchſafes to feed. 
In. 


O enter then his Temple Gates! 

Thence to his Courts devoutly preſs; 

And ſtill your grateful Hymns repeat, 

And ſtill his Name with Praiſes bleſs. 
IV. 

For he's the Logo, ſupremely good, 

His Mercy is for ever. ſure; 
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When Moſes cry'd, when Samuel pray d. 


5 
IT H one Conſent let all the Earth 
To Go their chearful Voices raiſe; 


— 
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His Truth, which always firmly ſtood, 
To endleſs Ages. ſhall endure. __ 


. Long Metre. 


Praiſe to our Creator. 

L — 

SIN G to the Loxp with joyful Voice; 
Let ev'ry Land his Name adore; 

The Britiſh Iſles ſhall ſend the Noiſe 
Acroſs the Ocean to the Shore. 

11, 
Nations, attend before his Throne, 
With ſolemn Fear, with ſacred Joy; 
Know that the Lord is Gop alone, 
He can create, and he deſtroy. 

11k, 
His ſov'reign Pow'r without our Aid 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men; 

And when like wand'ring Sheep we ſtray'd, 

He brought us to. his Fold again. 

IV. 
We are his People, we his Care, 
Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame; 
W hat laſting Honours ſhall we rear,. 
Almighty Maker, to * Name! 


We'll croud thy Gate with thankful Songe, 
- High as the Heav'n our Voices raiſe; 
And Earth, with her ten thouſand Tongues,. 


Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe. 
vi. 


Wide as the World is thy Command, 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Love, 
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Firm as a Rock thy Truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


CI. Common Metre. 
The good Man's Reſolution. 


O, Juſtice and of bases I ſing, 
And pay my Gop my Vows 
Thy Grace and Juſtice, heav'nly King, 
Teach me to rule my Houſe. 
IL, 
Now to my Tent, O Gop, repair, 
And make thy Servant wiſe 


I'll ſuffer nothing near me there 
That ſhall offend, thy Eyes. 


The Man that doth his Neighbour wrong 
By Falſhood or by Force, 

The ſcornful. Eye, the ſland'rous Tongue, 
I'll thruſt them from my Doors. 

IV. 

I'll ſeek the Faithful and the Juſt, 
And will their Help enjoy; 

Theſe are the Friends that I ſhall truſt, 
The Servants I'll . 


The Wretch that deals in ſly Deceit 
l' not endure a Night; 
The Liar's Tongue J ever hate, 
And baniſh from my Sight. 
VL. 
PII purge my Family around, 
And make the Wicked flee ; þ ; 


* L 
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So ſhall my Houſe be ever found | 
A Dwelling fir for thee. 


CTIT. - Common Metre, 
Adtrefs 10 288 in Afliction. 


HF me, O * nor hide 7 Face, 
But anfwer, teſt I die! 
Haſt thou not built a Throne of Grace, 


To hear when Sinners cry? 
11 


My Days ure waſted like the Smoke 
Diſſolving in the Air; 

My Strength its dry'd, my Heart is broke, 
And ſinking in cſpair 


My Spirits flag, like wittPring Grafs 
© Burnt with exceſſive Heat; 


In fecret Grones, my Minutes paſs, 
And I forget to * 


Dark diſmal Thou Fr and boding Fears 
Dwell ia my tdi Breaſt ; 

While ſharp 'Reproaches wound my Ears, 
Nor give my ge Reſt, 


V. 


But thou for ever art the ſame, 
O my eternal Gop! 

Ages to come ſhall know thy Name, 
And ſpread thy FOE abroad, 


He hears his Saints, Ma knows their Cry, 
And by 888 Ways, 
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Redeems the Pris'ners doom'd to die, 
And fills their Tongues with Praiſe. 


QI. Long Mette. 
The Mutability of the Creation. 
I, 
Rear Former of this various Frame! 
Our Souls adore thy awful Name; 


And bow and tremble while they praiſe 
The Ancient of eternal Days. 


F | a H, 
Our Days a tranſient Period run, . 
And change with ev'ry circling -Sunz 
And in the firmeſt State we boaſt 
A Moth can cruſh us into Duſt, 

11. 

But let the Creatures fall around; 
Let Death conſign us to the Ground; 
Let the laſt gen'ral Flame ariſe, 


And melt the Arches of the Skies: 
Iv 


Calm as the Summer's Ocean, we 
Can all the Wreck of Nature ſee 
While Grace ſecures us an Abode, 
Unſhaken as the Throne of Gov. 


CIII. Common Metre. - 
The Compaſſion of Gov to Mankind, 


I. 
FaTHER's Pity to his Child 
Than God's is leſſer far; 
For he conſiders our weak Frame, 
And knows that Duſt we are. 


| \ 
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Man's Days are like the Graſs or F Jow's . 
Freſh when its newly blown, 
But fades with-ev'ry blaſting Wind, 
Whoſe Place no more is known. 
III. 
But Gov is true and ever kind 
To good Men and their Race; 
Thoſe that his Laws and Cov'nant keep, 
His Favour will embrace. 
IV. 
Circled with Light, the Loxp hath plac'd 
His Throne in Heav'n above, 
Whoſe ſov'reign Empire does extend 
O'er all that live and move. 
v. 
Bleſs Gop, ye Angels, who in Strength 
And Services tranſcend ! 
Bleſs him, ye Hoſts and Miniſters, 
Who all his Will attend ! 
VI. 
All ye his Works, in ev*ry Place, 
Subject to his controul, 
Bleſs ye your Maker; and with them 
Join in, his Praiſe, my Soul. 


CIII. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
God's lender Mercy to his People. 


E, "M 

REz#5 thou the Lorp, my Soul; his Name 
Let all the Pow'rs within me bleſs ; 

O let not his paſt Favours le 

Forgotten in Unthankfulneſs! 
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n. | 

*Tis be that pardons all thy Sins 

He that in Sickneſs makes thee ſound; 

*Tis he redeems thee from the Grave, 

And ſtill thy Life with Love is crown'd. 
1. 

»Tis he that fills thy Mouth with good, 

And all thy juſt Deſires ſupplies z _ © 

Who, like the Eagles, makes thy Sap | 

To a renewed Youth ariſe; _ | 
IV, 


Abundant Mercies flow from Gop; 

Love is his Nature and Delight; 
Slow is his Wrath, and tho' he chides, 
He means not to deſtroy us te. 


His Anger, in its riſe and ftay, 
From Rules of Juſtice never ſwerves 
And when he puniſhes our Faults, 
The Meaſure's leſs than Sin deſerves. 


cw 
As Heav'n is far above the Earth; _ 
So his Rewards exceed our LoπW - 
Farther than Eaſt is from the Weſt, 
His Pardon does our Sins remove. 


CIII. Second Pari. Long Metre. 
God's gentle OO: 


l. 3 

TEE VA p, how wond'rous are his Ways! 
How firm his Truth! how large his Grace! 

He takes his Mercy for his Throne, 

And thence he makes his Glories known. 
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| n. 

Not half ſo high his Pow'r hath ſpread 

The ſtarry Heav'ns above our Head, 

As his rich Love exceeds our Praiſe, 

Exceeds the higheſt Hopes we raiſe. 
nn 


Not half ſo far hath Nature plac'd 
The riſing Morning from the Weſt, 
As his forgiving Grace removes 
The daily Guilt of thoſe he loves. 


Iv. 
How ſlowly doth his Wrath ariſe ! 
On ſwifter Wings Salvation flies; 
And if he lets his Anger burn, 
How ſoon his Frowns to Pity turn ! 

. v. 
Amidſt his Wrath Compaſſion ſhines; 
.. His Strokes are lighter than our Sins; 
And while his Rod corrects his Saints, 
His Ear indulges their Complaints. 

VI. 


So Fathers their young Sons chaſtiſe, 
With gentle Hands and melting Eyes; 
The Children weep beneath the Smart, 
And move the Pity of their Heart. 


Paus E. 


vn. 
The mighty Gop, the Wiſe and Juſt, 
Knows that oùr Frame is feeble Dult 3 
And will no heavy Loads impoſe, 
Beyond the Strength that he beſtows. 


g———ů —⏑k;'—— — 
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vm, 
He knows how ſoon our Nature dies, 
Blaſted by ev'ry Wind that flies; 
Like Graſs we ſpring, and die as ſoon, 
Or Morning-Flow'rs that fade at Noon. 
I -. 

But his eternal Love is ſure 
To all the Saints, and ſhall endure 
From Age to Age his Truth ſhall reign, 
Nor Childrens Children hope in vain. 


CIII. Firſt Part, Short Metre. 
Praiſe for Temporal and Spiritual Mercies. 


I, 

O BLESss the Lox D, my Soul ! 
Let all within me join, 
And aid my Tongue to bleſs his Name, 

Whoſe Favours are divine. 
| II, | 
O bleſs the Lox p, my Soul! 
Nor let his Mercies lie 
Forgotten in Unthankfulneſs, 
And without Praiſes die. 
111, 

*Tis he forgives thy Sins, 
*Tis he relieves thy Pains 
*Tis he that heals thy Sickneſſes, 

And makes thee young again. 
IV 


He crowns thy Life with Love, 
When ranſom'd from the Grave; 
He that redeem'd my Soul from Hell, 

Hath ſov'reign Pow'r to ſave, 


140 P'S'A L M / ClII: 
V. 
He fills the Poor with Good: 
He gives the Sufferers Reſt; 
The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud, 
And Juſtice for th* Oppreſt. 
vi. 
His wond'rous Works and Ways 
He made by Moſes known; 
But ſent the World his Truth and Grace 
By his beloved Son. 


CIII. Secend Part. Short Metre. 
The e on of Gov. 


M Y Soul, bei his Praiſe 
Whoſe Mercies are ſo great; 
Whoſe Anger is ſo ſlow to riſe, 


So ready to abate. 
I, 


Gop will not always chide; 
And when his Strokes are felt, - 
His Strokes are fewer than' our. Crimes, 


And lighter than our Guilt. 
It, 


High as the Heav'ns are raid 
Above the Ground we tread, 
So far the Riches of his Grace 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 
Iv 


His Pow'r ſubdues our Sins, 

And his forgiving Love, 
Far as the Faſt is from the Weſt, 

Doth all our Guilt remove. 
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The Pity of the Abe D, 

To thoſe that fear his Name, 
Is ſuch as tender Parents feel ; 

He knows our feeble Frame. 


"5, 
He knows we are but Duſt, 
Scatter'd with ev'ry Breath; 
His Anger like a riſing Wa i 
Can ſend us ſwift to Death. 
"FM, 
Our Days are as the Graſs, 
Or like the Morning-Flow'r 
If one ſharp Blaſt ſweep o'er the Field, 
It withers in an Hour. | 
vm. 
But thy Compaſſions, LoR o, 
To endleſs Years endure; 
And Childrens Children ever find 
Thy Words of Promiſe ſure, 


CIV. Firſt Part, Long Metre. 
The Glory 7 Gop in Creation and Providence. 


I. 
M* Soul, thy great Creator praiſe ; 

When, cloth'd in his celeſtial Rays, 
He in full Majeſty appears, 
And like a Robe his Glory wears. 

11, 

Angels, whom his own Breath inſpires, 
His Miniſters, are flaming Fes ; 
And ſwift as Thought their Armies move, 
To bear his Vengeance or his Love, 


; 
| 
4 . 
| 
ö 
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The World's Foundations by his Hand 

Are pois'd, and ſhall for ever ſtand; 

He binds the Ocean in his Chain, 


Leſt it ſhould drown the Earth again. 
IV. 


When Earth was cover'd with the Flood, 
Which high above the Mountains ſtood, 
He thunder'd, and the Ocean fled, 
Confin'd to its N Bed. 


The ſwelling Billows know their load, 
And in their Channels walk their Round; 
Yet thence convey'd by ſecret Veins, 
They ſpring on 9 _ drench the Plains. 


_ Gop from his lady Cifterns pours 

On the parch*d Earth enriching Show'rs; 
The Grove, the Garden, and the Field, 
A thouſand joyful Bleſſings yield. 


vn. 
O bleſs his Name, ye Britons, fed 
Wich Nature's chief Supporter, Bread! 
While Bread your vital Strength imparts, 
Serve him with Vigour in your Hearts. 


CIV. Second Part. Long Metre, 
Go p the Governor of the Univerſe, 


Var are thy Works, almighty Lon D! 
All Nature reſts upon thy Word, 

And the whole Race of Creatures ſtands, 

Waiting their Portion from thy Hands. 
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3 
While each receives his diff rent Food, 
Their chearful Looks pronounce it good; 
Eagles and Bears, and Whales and Worms, 
Rejoice and Praiſe in different Forms. 

111, 

But when thy Face is hid, they mourn, 
And dying to their Duſt return 
Both Man and Beaſt their Souls reſign ; 
Life, Breath and Spirit, all is thine, 


IV, 


Yet thou canſt breathe on Duſt again, 
And fill the World with Beafts and Men ; 
A Word of thy creating Breath 

Repairs the Waſtes of Time and Death, 

V, 

His Works, the Wonders of his Might, 
Are honour'd with his own Delight; 
How awful are his glorious Ways ! 

The Lord is dreadful in his Praiſe. 

VI, 
The Earth ſtands trembling at thy Stroke, 
And at thy Touch the Mountains ſmoke ; 

Vet humble Souls may ſee thy Face, 

And tell their Wants to ſov'reign Grace. 
VII, 

In Thee my Hopes and Wiſhes meet, 
And make my Meditations ſweet; _ 
Thy Praiſes ſhall my Breath employ, 

Till it expire in endleſs Joy, 
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CV. Common Metre. 
Pleaſure in Divine Worſhip. 


| vo 
LET us all give Thanks to Gop, 
And call upon. his Name! 
His gracious and his mighty Works, 
To all the World 3 


Loet us in Songs ia acred Hymns, 

Our great Creator bleſs; 

And what his pow'rful Hand hath wrought, 
Our joyful Tongues expreſs. 


Ul. 
Count it your Honour that ye know, 
And bear his ſacred Name; 
And when you worſhip this great Loxp, 


T ake Pleaſure in the ſame, 
| wc: >: 


Within his Sanctuary let 
' Your Pray'rs to him be made; 
Your Hopes upon his Favour reſt, 
And his n. Aid. 


O let the Works Vn he hath "OR 
Your Admiration move! 
Think on the- Judgments of his Mouth, 


And Wonders of his Love. 
VI. 


We glory that this mighty Loxp, 
Us for his People owns; 
Whoſe Judgments make th' amazed Earth, 
To tremble when he frowns. 
VII. His 


VII. ; 
His Cov'nant with his People made 
He ever call'd to mind ; 
And will his Promiſes fulfil 
To Apes ſtill behind. 


CVI. Long Metre. 
Gov adored 4 his Goodneſs. 


O Gop the Rig the ever-bleſt, 

Let Songs of Honour be addreſt ; 
* Mercy firm for ever ſtands, 

Give him the Thanks his Love demands. 

\ II. 

Who keouy the Wonders of thy Ways ? 
Who ſhall fulfil thy boundleſs Praiſe ? 
Bleſt are the Souls that fear thee ſtill, 


And Pay their Duty to thy Will. 

111, 
Remember what thy Mercy did 
For Jacob's Race, thy choſen Seed; 
And with the ſame Salvation bleſs 
The meaneſt e of thy Grace. 


O may I ſee thy Tribes rejoice, 

And aid their Triumphs with my Voice! 
This is my Glory, Lo, to be 

Join'd to thy Saints, and near to thee, 


CVI. Short Metre. 
Gop's unchangeable Love. 


I: 
F G80 of eternal Love, 
How fickle are our Ways! 
H | 


PSALM CVI. 145 


— . — _ 
—— — >> — 
N — — 


146 P-S ALM CVII. 


And yet how oft did Iſrael prove 
Thy Conſtancy of Grant, 1 


They ſaw thy Wooden wrought, 
And then thy Praiſe they ſung; 
But ſoon thy Works of Pow'r forgot, 
And murmur'd with their Tongue. 
III. 
Now they believe his Word, 
While Racks with Rivers flow; 
Now with their Luſts provoke the Lonp, 
And he reduc'd them low. 
IV, / 
Yet when they mourn'd their Faults, 
He bearken'd to their Grones, 
Brought his own Covtnant to his Thoughts, 
And call'd them till his Sons. 


v. 
Their Names were in his Book, 
He ſav'd them from their Foes; 

Oft he chaftis'd, but ne'er forſook 
The People that he choſe. 


VI, 
Let Iſrael bleſs the Lok p, 
Who lov'd their ancient Race | 
And Chriſtians join the folemn Ward 
AMEN to all the Praiſe. 


CVII. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
Gop's wonderful Works to the Children of Men. 


£ | 
(ler Thanks to Gop, he reigns above, 
Kind are his Thoughts, his Name is Love; 
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His Mercy Ages paſt have known, 
And Ages long to come ſhall own. 
II, 
Let the Redeemed of the Loxp, 
The Wonders of his Grace record ; 
Iſrael, the Nation whom he choſe, 
And reſcu'd from their mighty Foes, 
In their Diſtreſs to Gop they cry'd, 
Gop was their Saviour and their Guide 
He led their March far wand'ring round, 
*T was the right Path to Canaan's Ground, 


IV. 
Thus when our firſt Releaſe we gain 
From Sin's old Yoke, and Satan's Chain, 
We have this deſert World to paſs, 
A dang'rous and a tireſom Place. 

V. 
He feeds and clothes us all the Way, 
He guides our Footſteps left we ſtray ; 
He guards us with a pow'rful Hand, 
And brings us to the heav*nly Land, 

VI. | 

O let the Saints with Joy record 
The Truth and Goodneſs of the Lord ! 
How great his Works! how kind his Ways! 
Let eveiy Tongue pronounce his Praiſe. 


CVII. Second Part, Long Metre, 
Providential Deliverances. 


: | I. | 
V OvLp you behold the Works of Gon, 
His Wonders in the World abroad ? 
| | H 2 | 


* 
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Go with the Mariners, and trace 


The unknown Regions of the Seas. 
1, 


They leave their native Shores behind, 
And ſeize the Favour of the Wind; 
Till Gop commands, and Tempeſts riſe 
That heave the Ocean to the Skies. 

- 111, 
Now to the Heav*ns they mount amain, 
Now fink to dreadful Deeps again; 
What ſtrange Affrights young Sailors feel, 


And like a ſtagg'ring Drunkard reel! 
iv | 


When Land is far, and Death is nigh, 
Loſt to all Hope, to God they cry; 
His Mercy hears the loud Addreſs, 
And ſends Salvation in Diſtreſs. 


v. 

He bids the Winds their Wrath aſſuage; 
The furious Waves forget their Rage; 
*Tis calm; and Sailors ſmile to ſee 

The Haven where they wiſh'd to be. 


VI. 
O may the Sons of Men record 

The wond'rous Goodneſs of the Loxrp ! 
Let them their private Off rings bring, * 
And in the Church his Glory ling. 


CVII. Common Metre. 
Go p the Preſerver lo be adered. 


I. 
PHY Works of Glory, mighty Loo, 
Thy Wonders in the Deeps, 


CA 


— 
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The Sons of Courage ſhall record, 


Who trade in floating Ships. 
u. 

At thy Command the Winds ariſe, 
And ſwell the tow'ring Waves; 
The Men aſtoniſh'd mount the Skies, 

And fink in op'ning Graves. 
I11, 
Then to the Lo they raiſe their Cries 
He hears the loud Requelt, 
And orders Silence thro? the Skies, 
And lays the Floods to reſt. 
Iv... 
Sailors rejoice to loſe their Fears, 
And ſee the Storm allay'd 
Now to their Eyes the Port appears, 
There let their Vows be paid. 


v. 

'Tis Gop that brings them ſafe to Land ; 
Let ſtupid Mortals know, 

That Waves are under his Command, 
And all the One: that blow. 


O that the Sons of Men would praiſe 
The Goodneſs of the Lo Ro! 

Ard thoſe that ſee thy wond'rous Ways, 
Thy wond'rous Love record. 


CVIII. Long Metre. 
Nations bleſt and puniſhed, 


I, 


WH N Gop, provok'd withdaring Crimes 
Scourges the Madneſs of the Times, 


1 3 
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He turns their Fields to barren Sand, 
And dries the-Rivers from the Land. 

| II. | 

His Word can raiſe the Springs again, 
And make the wither'd Mountains green ; 
Send ſhow'ry Bleflings from the Skies, 


Make Harveſts in the Deſerts riſe. 
HI, 


[Thus they are bleſt, but if they ſin, 
He lets the Heathen Nations in, 

A ſavage Crew invades their Lands, 

T heir Princes die by barbarous Hands. 


| Iv, 
Their Captive Sons, expos'd to Scorn, 
Wander unpity'd and forlorn; | 
The Country hies unfenc'd, untill'd, 
And Deſolation ſpreads the Field. 

v 


Yet if the humbled Nation mourns, 
Again his dreadful Hand he turns; 
Again he makes their Cities thrive, 
And bids the dying Churches hve. ] 


VI. | 
The Righteous with a joyful Senſe 
Admire the Works of Providence; 
And Tongues of Atheiſts ſhall no more 


Blaſpheme the Gov that Saints adore. 
1 


How few with pious Care record 

T heſe wond'rous Dealings of the Logd ! 
But wiſe Obſervers ſtill ſhall find 

The Loxp is holy, juſt and kind. 
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CIX. Common Metre. 
Love to Enemies, 


G of m y Merey and my Praiſe, 
Thy Glory is my Song; 
Tho' Sinners ſpeak againſt thy Grace 
With a — Tongue. 


When in the Form of mortal Man 
Thy Son on Earth was found, 
With cruel Slanders falfe and vain 
They compaß'd him around. 
III. 
Their Mis'ries his Compaſſion move, 
Their Peace he ſtil] purſa'd 
They render Hatred for his Love, 
And Evil for his Good. 
W. 
Their Malice rag'd without a Cauſe, 
Yet with his dying Breath, 
He pray'd for Murd'rers on his Croſs, 
And bleſt his Foes by Death. 


Loro, ſhall thy bright Example ſhine 
In vain before my Eyes ? 

Give me a Soul akin to thine, 
To love my Enemies, 


VI. 
The Lord ſhall on my Side engage, 
And in my Saviour's Name, 


I ſhall defeat their Pride and Rags 
Who ſlander and condemn. 


* 4 
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CX. Common Metre. 
CurisT's Kingdom and Prięſt blood. 


I, 
Esvs, our Lord, aſcend thy Throne, 
And near thy Father ſit; 
In Zion ſhall thy Pow'r be known, 
And make thy Foes ſubmit. 
u. | 
What Wonders ſhall thy Goſpel do! 
Thy Converts ſhall ſurpaſs _ 
The num'rous Drops of Morning-Dew, 
And own thy ſov'reign Grace. 
=—_ 
Gop bath pronounc'd a firm Decree, 
Nor changes what he ſwore; 
„Eternal ſhall thy Prieſthood be, 
„When Aaron is no more, 
iv. 
«« Melchiſedek, that wond'rous Prieſt, 
« That King of high Degree, 
« That holy Man whom Abraham bleſt, 
* Was but a Type of thee.” | 
43 


Jesvs our Prieſt for ever lives 
To plead for us above; 
Jesvs our King for ever gives 
The Bleſſings of his Love. 
vi. 
Gop ſhall exalt his glorious Head, 
And his high Throne maintain ; 
Shall ſtrike the Pow'rs and Princes dead, 
Who dare oppoſe his Reign. 
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CXI. Common Metre. 
The Wiſdom of Gov in his Works. 


Con os of immortal Pralle belong 

To my almighty Goo; 

He has my Heart, and he my Tongue, 
To ſpread his n abroad. 


How great the Works his Hand hath wrought! 
How glorious in our Sight! 

And Men in every Age have ſought 
His Wonders with Delight. 


II. 
How moſt exact is Nature's Frame 
How wiſe th' eternal Mind! 
His Counſels never change the Scheme 
That his firſt Thoughts deſign'd. 
iv | 


When he redeem'd his choſen Sons, 
He fx*d his Cov*nant ſure ; 

The Orders that his Lips pronounce 
To endleſs Years endure. 


V. 

Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies, 
Thy heav*nly Skill proclaim ; 

What ſhall we do to make us wiſe, 


But learn to read thy Name ? 
vi. 4 


To fear thy Pow*r, to truſt thy Grace, 
Is our divineſt Skill; 

And he's the wiſeſt of our Race 
That beſt obeys thy Will. 


Be, 


—y—ę ——ʒ — — — 
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cx! Common Metre. 


 Liberality rewarded. 
| | 1 
Her is he that fears the Lok p, 
And follows his Commands, 
Who lends the Poor without Reward, 
Or gives with lib'ral Hands, 
II, 


254 


As Pity dwells within his Breaſt 


To all the Sons of Need; 
So Gop ſhall anfwer his Requeſt, 


With Bleſſings on his Seed, 
ur. 


No evil Tidings ſhall ſurpriſe 
His well-eftabliſh'd Mind; 
His Soul to God his Refuge flies, 
And leaves his Fears behind. 
Iv. 
In Times of general Diſtreſs 
Some Beams of Light ſhall ſhine, 
To ſhew the World his Righteouſneſs, 


And give him Peace divine, 
v. 


His Works of Piety and Love 
Remain before the Lox p; 
Honour on Earth and Joys above 
Shall be his fure Reward, 
CXII. Long Metre. 


* be Bleſſings of the er and Charitable. 


Har Man is bleſs'd who ſtands in Awe 
Ot God, and loves his ſacred Law; 
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His Seed on Earth ſhall be renown'd, 
And with ſucceſſive Honours crown'd. 


II, 
His Houſe the Seat of Wealth ſhall be, 
An inexhauſted Treaſury 
His Juſtice free from all Decay, 
Shall Bleſſings to his Heirs convey. 
m. 
The Soul that's fill'd with Virtue's Light 
Shines brighteſt in Affliction's Night 
To pity the Diſtreſs'd inclin'd, 
As well as juſt to all Mankind. 
IV. 
His lib'ral Favours he extends, 
To ſome he gives, to others lends z 
Yet what his Charity impairs, 
He ſaves by FIR in Affairs. 


Beſet with threat'ning | Dangers round, 
Unmov'd ſhall he maintain his Ground ; 
The ſweet Remembrance of the Juſt 
Shall flouriſh when he oi al in Duſt. 


His Hands while how his Alms beſton'd, 
His Glory*s future Harveſt ſow'd; 
Whence he ſhall reap Wealth, Fame, Revolt, 
A temp'ral and eternal Crown, 


CXIII. Proper Tune. 8 
The Majeſty and ford of Gon. 


& that delight to 3 the "Rig | 
The Honours of his Name record, 
His ſacred Name for ever bleſs : 


- —ͤ—4— — v —— — — 
* ou 


1:6 PSALM Cx!II. 


Where'er the circling Sun diſplays 
His riſing Beams or ſetting Rays, 
Let Lands and Seas his Pow r confeſs. 
8 
Not Time, nor Nature's narrow Rounds, 
Can give his vaſt Dominion Bounds ; 
The Heav*ns are far below his Height: 
Let no created Greatneſs dare 
With our eternal Gop compare, 


Arm'd with his uncreated Might. 
III. 


He bows his glorious Head to view 

What the bright Hoſts of Angels do, 
And bends his Care to mortal Things; 

His ſov'reign Hand exalts the Poor, 

He takes the Needy from the Door, 


And makes them Company for * 
IV. 


- When childleſs Families deſpair, 


He fends the Blefling of an Heir, 
To reſcue their expiring Name ; 


The Mother with a thankful Voice 


Proclaims his Praiſes and her Joys : 
Let ev'ry Age advance his Fame, 


CXIII. Long Metre. 
Gop Sovereign and Gracious. 


8 | 
E Servants of th' almighty King, 
In ev'ry Age his Praiſes ſing; 

Where er the Sun ſhall riſe or ſet, 
The Nations ſhall his Praiſe repeat. 


/ 
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U. 
Above the Earth, beyond the Sky 
Stands his high Throne of Majeſty; 
Nor Time nor Place his Pow'r reſtrain, 
Nor bound his univerſal Reign. 

II.. 
Which of the Sons of Adam dare, 
Or Angels with their Gop compare? 
His Glories how divinely bright, 
Who dwells in uncreated Light! 

Iv. 
Behold his Love! he ſtoops to view 
What Saints above and Angels do; 
And condeſcends yet more to know 
The mean Affairs of Men below. 

V. 

From Duſt and Cottages obſcure 
His Grace exalts the humble Poor; 
Gives them the Honour of his Sons, 
And fits them for their heav'nly Thrones. 


CXIV. Long Metre. 
Miracles attending Iſrael's Journey. 


I, | 

WI EN Iſrael, freed from Pharaoh's Hand, 
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land, 

The Tribes with chearful -Homage own 

Their KIN , and Judah was his Throne. 

I. 

Acroſs the Deep their Journey lay; 

The Deep divides to make them Way; 

Jordan beheld their March, and fled 

Wich backward Current to his Head, 
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III. 


The Mountains ſhook like frighted Sheep, 


Like Lambs the little Hillocks leap 3 
Not Sinai on her Bafe could ſtand, 
Conſcious of foy* 8 Pow'r at hand. 


What Pow'r could * the Deep divide? 
Make Jordan backward roll his Tide? 
Why did ye leap, ye little Hills? 

And whence the that Sinai feels ? 


Let ev'ry Wen er'ry Flood, 
Retire and know th' approaching Gop, 


The KinG of Iſrae!! See him here! 


Tremble thon Earth, adore and fear. 
VI, 


He POE II%e and all Nature mourns ; 
The Rock to ftanding Pools he turns ; 
Flints ſpring with Fountains at his Word, 
And Fires and Seas confeſs the Lox D! 


CXV. Long Metre. 


The True Gob cur Refuge. 


I, 
Net fo ourſelves, who are but Duſt, 
Not to ourſelves is Glory due, 
Eternal Gop, thou only Juſt, 
T hou only Gracious, Wiſe and True : 


I.. 
Shine forth in all thy dreadful Name; 
Why ſhould a Papiſt's haughty Tongue 
Inſult us, and to raiſe our Shame, 
Say,“ Where*sthe Gopyou' ve ſery'dfolong?”® 
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Ul. 
The Gop we ſerve maintains his Throne 
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies; 
Thro' all the Earth his Will is done, 


He knows our Grones, he hears our Cries. 
Iv. 


But the vain Idols they adore 

Are ſenſeleſs Shapes of Stone and Wood; 
At beſt a Maſs of glitt'ring Ore, 

A ſilver Saint, or * God. 


O Ifrael, make the las thy Hope, 
Thy Help, thy Refuge, and Fai Reſt ! 
The Lox fhall build thy Ruins up, 

And bleſs the People and the Prieſt. 

VI. 
The Dead no more can ſpeak thy Praiſe, 
They dwell in Silence and the Grave; 
But we ſhall live to ſing thy Grace, 
And tell the World thy Pow'r to ſave. 


CXVI. Fir Part. Common Metre. 
Recovery from Sickneſs. 


] Love the Lory, he heard my Cries, 
And pity'd every Grone; 
Long as I live, when Troubles rife 
il haſten to his Throne, 


U. 

I love the Loxp, he bow'd his Ear, 
And chas'd my Griefs away; 

O let my Heart no more deſpair, 
When I have Breath to pray ! 
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II. 
My Fleſh declin'd, my Spirits fell, 
And I drew near the Dead, 
While inward Pangs and Fears of Hell 
Perplex'd my wakeful Head. 


IV, 

« My Gov, I cry'd, thy Servant fave 

Thou ever good and juſt! 

« Thy Pow'r can reſcue —— the Grave, 
« Thy Pow'r is all Lg Truſt.“ 


The Lonp beheld me am diſtreſt, 
He bid my Pains remove; 
Return, my Soul, to Gop thy Reſt, 


For thou haſt known his Love. 
VI. 


My God hath ſav'd my Soul from Death, 
And dry'd my falling Tears; 

Now to his Praile I'll ſpend my Breath, 
And my remaining Years. 


CXVI. Second Part, Common Metre. 
Public Thanks for private Deliverance. 
I, 


W Har ſhall I render to my Gop 

For all his Kindneſs ſhown ? 

My Feet ſhall viſit thine Abode, 
My Songs addreſs thy Throne. 


11, 
Among the Saints that fill thy Houſe 
My Offerings ſhall be paid; 
There ſhall my Zeal perform the Vows 
My Soul in Anguiſh made. 
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III. 
How much is Mercy thy Delight, 
T hou ever- bleſſed Gop ! 
How dear thy Servants in thy Sight ! 
How precious is * Blood 


How happy all thy Nene are! 
How great thy Grace to me 
My Life, which thou haſt made thy Care, 
Loy, I devote 0 Thee. 
v. 
Now I am thine, for ever thine, 
Nor ſhall my Purpoſe move; 
Thy Hand has loos'd my Bonds of Pain, 
And bound me with thy Love. 
VI. 
Here in thy Courts I leave my Vow, 
And thy rich Grace record; 
Witneſs, ye Saints, who hear me now, 
If I forſake the Logo. 


CXVII. Common Metre. 
Praiſe io Gov from all Nations. 


I, 
E T all the Nations of the World 
Their great Creator praile ; 
And all its ſcatter'd People join 
His mighty Name to raile : 
Il, 
Whole tender Mercy knows no Bound, 
His Goodneſs ever ſure ; 
Thea let our Praiſes, like his Truth, 
For ever till endure. 
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Cxvinl. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
Public Praiſe for 0003 merciful Appearances, 


I. 
() PR AlsE the Loxp, whom Ages paſt 
Have known to be ſo kind; 

Whoſe Mercies will continue fure 

To Ages ſtill behind. 

u. 

Let all his People and his Prieſts, 

That in bis Houſe attend, 
With all that fear the Lok b, proclaim 


His Mercies have no End. 
In. 


Bear thou thy Part with them, my Soul, 
Gop's Goodneſs to expreſo, 
Who heard my Pray'r, and ſet me free 
When 1 was in Diſtreſs. 
W. 
J need not fear what Man can do, 
Since Gop does take my Part; 
Defeated all my Foes will be, 
When thou my * art. 


I all my Happineſs "sſeribe 

Jo Gon, who made me ftrong z 

And his Salvation ſtill ſhall be 
The Subject of wig Song. 


The joyful Voice of Trum h fills 
The Dwellings of the Juſt; 

His Pow'r doth mighty Things for them, 
Who in his Goodneſs truſt, 
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CXVIII. Second Part. Common Metre. 
For the Loxp's Day, or CHRIST Reſurretiion. 


THIS! is the D ay oY Lorp hath made, | 
He calls the Hours his own; ll 
Let Heav*n rejoice, let Earth be glad, 
And Praiſe ſurround thy Throne. # 
u. 


To- day he roſe and left the Dead, Ill 
And Satan's Empire fell; =_ 


To-day the Saints his Triumph ſpread, 
And all his Wonders tell. 
in. 
Hoſanna to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son | 
Help us, O Lorp; deſcend and bring 
Salvation from thy Throne 
\ ry, * 
Bleſt be the Loxp, who comes to Men 
With Meſſages of Grace ; i! 
Who comes in Gop his Father's Name | 
To ſave our ſinful Race. | | 
V. : 
Hoſanna in the higheſt Strains | 
The Church on Earth can raiſe ! 
The higheſt Heav'ns, in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler Praiſe. 


— — 
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CXIX. Firſt Part, Common Metre. 
The Bleſſedneſs of the Righteous, 


I, 
Ber are the undefil'd in Heart, — 
Whoſe Ways are right and clean; 
Who never from thy Law depart, 
But fly from ev'ry Sin. 


n. 
Bleſt are the Men that keep thy Word, 
And practiſe thy Commands; 
With their whole Heart they ſeek the Logo, 
And ſerve thee with their Hands. 
| m. 
Great is their Peace who love thy Law 
How firm their Souls abide !. 
Nor can a bold Temptation draw 
Their ſteady Feet aſide. 
Wits | - 
Then ſhall my Heart have ſolid Joy, 
And keep my Face from Shame, 
When al! thy Statutes I obey, 
And honour all thy Name. 
; v. 
But haughty Sinners Gop will hate; 
The Proud ſhall die accurſt; 
The Sons of Falſhood and Deceit 


Are troden to the Duſt, 
VI. 


Vile as the Droſs the Wicked are; 
And thoſe that leave thy Ways 
Shall ſee Salvation from afar, 
But never taſte thy Grace. 
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cxix. Second Part. Common Metre, 
Avouching Gov as our Portion. 


| I. 
T Her art my Portion, O my Gop! 
Soon as I know thy Way, 
My Heart makes haſte t' obey thy Word, 
And ſuffers no Delay. 
II, 
I chooſe the Path of heav'nly Truth, 
And Glory in my Choice ; 
Not all the Riches of the Earth 


Could make me fo rejoice. 
11. 


The Teſtimonies of thy Grace 
I ſet before my Eyes; 
Thence I derive my daily Strength, 


And there my Comfort lies. 
IV. 


If once I wander from thy Path, 
I think upon my Ways 
Then turn my Feet to thy Commands, 
And truſt thy pard'ning Grace. 
v 


Now I am thine, for ever thine; 
O ſave thy Servant, Lorp! 
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-place, 
My Hope is in by Word. ---... 


Thou haſt inclin'd this Heart of mine 
Thy Statutes to fulfil 

And thus till mortal Life ſhall end, 
Would I perform thy Will. 
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CXIX. Third Part. Common Metre. 
* from Scripture, 


. OW ſhall the Sn ſecure their Hearts, 
And guard their Lives from Sin ? 
Thy Word the choiceſt Rules imparts 
To keep the Conſcience clean, 
II, 


When once it enters to the Mind, 
It ſpreads ſuch Light abroad, 
The meaneſt Souls Inſtruction find, 


And raiſe their Thoughts to Gop. 
III. 


"Tis, like the Sun, a heav'nly Light, 
That guides us all the Day; 

And thro' the Dangers of the Night, 
A Lamp to lead 7 Way. 


The Men that keep * Law with Care, 
And meditate thy Word, 

Grow wiſer than their Teachers are, 
And better know the Loxp. 


v. 
Thy Precepts make me truly wiſe; 
I hate the Sinner's Road; 


I hate my own vain Thoughts that riſe, 
But love thy Law, my Gop.. 


VI, 

Thy Word is everlaſting Truth; 
How pure is ev'ry Page! 

That holy Book ſhall guide our Youth, 
And well ſupport our Age. 
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CXIX. Fourth Part. Common Metre. 
Delight in the Word of Gov. 


I, 
O How I love thy holy Law! 
Tis daily my Delight, 
And thence my, Meditations draw 
Divine Advice by Night, 


My waking Eyes 1 the Day 
To meditate thy Word; 
My Soul with Longing melts away 
To hear thy Goſpel, Lon b. 
11, 
How doth thy Word my Heart engage 
Ho well employ my Tongue! 
And in my tireſom Pilgrimage 
Yields me a heav'nly Song. 
Iv. 
Am I a Stranger, or at Home, 
*Tis my perpetual Feaſt ; 
Not Honey dropping from the Comb 
So much allures the Taſte. 
v. 
No Treaſures fo enrich the Mind; 
Nor ſhall thy Word be fold 
For Loads of Silver well refia'd, 
Nor Heaps of choiceſt Gold. 
VI, 
When Nature ſinks, and Spirits Joo 
Thy Promiles of Grace 
Are Pillars to ſupport my Hope, 
And there I write thy Praiſe. 
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. CXIX. Fifth Part, Common Metre. 
Perfection of Scripture. 


. 
E T all the heathen Writers join 
To form one perfect Book, 

Great Gow, if once compar'd with thine, 

How mean their Writings look 

u. 

Not their beſt Reas'nings could aſſure 

Our num'rous Sins forgiven, 
Nor clear the Gloom of Death; but Carisr 


Abſolves, and opens Heav'n. 
III. 


I've ſeen an End of what we call 
Perfection here below; 
How ſhort the Pow'rs of Nature fall, 


And can no farther go. 
Iv. 


Yet Men would fain be juſt with Gop, 
By Works their Hands have wrought 

But-thy Commands, exceeding broad, 
Extend to ev'ry * 


In vain we boaſt perfection here, 
While Sin defiles our Frame; 
And ſinks our Virtues down fo far, 


They ſcarce delerve the Name. 
Wo. 


Our Faith, and Love, and ev'ry Grace, 
Fall far below thy Word ; 
But perfect Truth and Righteouſneſs 


Dwell only with the Lokp. 
CXIX. Sixth 
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CXIX. Sixth Part, Common Metre, 
The Excellency and Varicty of Scripture. 


I, | 
L I have made thy Word my Choice, 
My laſting Heritage; 
There ſhall my nobleſt Pow'rs rejoice, 
My warmeſt Thoughts engage. 
$M 


I'm read the Hiſtories of thy Love, 
And keep thy Laws in Sight, 
While thro' the Promiſes I rove 
With ever freſh Delight. 
III. | 
'Tis a broad Land of Wealth unknown, 
Where Springs of Life ariſe, 
Seeds of immortal Bliſs are ſown, 
And hidden Glory lies. 


Iv. 

The beſt Relief that Mourners have, 
It makes our Sorrous bleſt; 

Our faireſt Hope beyond the Grave, 
And our eternal Reſt. 


CXIX. Seventh Part, Common Metre, 
Deſire of ſpiritual Inſtruction. 


* 
# 5 H Y Mercies fill the Earth, O Lokp, 
How Good thy Works appear! 
Open my Eyes to read thy Word, 
And fee thy Wonders there. 
| II, 
My Heart was faſhion'd by thy Hand, 
My Service is thy 1 Wa ; 
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O make thy Servant underſtand 
The Duties he muſt do! 

ED || 

Since I'm a Stranger here below, 
Loet not thy Path be hid; 

But mark the Road my Feet ſhould go, 
And be wy conſtant Guide, 


IV. 
If Gop to me his Statutes ſhew, 
And heav*nly Truth impart, 
His Work for ever I'll purſue, 
His Law {hall rule 1 Heart. 


This was my Comfort when I bore 
Variety of Grief; 
It made me learn thy Word the more, 


And fly to that Relief. 
VI. 


When I have learn'd my Father's Will, 
Il teach the World his Ways; 

My thankful Lips, inſpir'd with Zeal, 
Shall loud pronounce his Praiſe. 


CXIX. Eighth Part. Common Metre. 
Breathing after Holineſs. 


I, 
O That the Log would guide my Ways, 
To keep his Statutes ſtill! 
O that my Gop would grant me Grace 
To know and do his Will! 
II, 
O ſend thy Spirit down to write 
Thy Law upon my Heart 
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Nor let my Tongue indulge Deceit, 
Nor act the Liar's Part. 


1, 
From Vanity turn off my Eyes; 
Let no corrupt Deſign, 
Nor covetous Defires ariſe 
Within this Soul of mine. 
Iv. 
Order my Footſteps by thy Word, 
And make my Heart ſincere; 
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lob, 
But keep my Conſcience clear. 
V. 
My Soul hath gone too far aſtray, 
My Feet too often ſhip; - 
Yet ſince I've not forgot thy Way, 
Reſtore thy wand'ring Sheep. 
| VI. 
Make me to walk in thy Commands, 
*Tis a delightful Road; 
Nor let my Head or Heart or Hands, 
Offend againſt my Gop, 


CXIX. Ninth Part. Common Metre. 

Holy Fear, and Tenderneſs of Conſcience, | 

| I. | 

\ \ Ith my whole Heart I've ſought thy Face, 

O let me never ſtray 

From thy Commands, O Gop of Grace, | 

Nor tread the Sinners Way! N 

u. 

Thy Word I've hid within my Heart, 
To keep my Conſcience clean, 

I 2 . 
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And be an everlaſting Guard 
From ev'ry riſing Sin. 
II. 

I'm a Companion. of the Saints, 
Who fear and love the Lord ; 
My Sorrows riſe, my Nature faints, 

When Men ene thy Word. 


While Sinners do thy Goſpel wrong, 
My Spirit ſtands in Awe ; x 
My Soul .abhors a lying Tongue, 
But loves thy righteous Law. 
V. 
My Heart with ſacred Rewrence hears 
The Threat'nings of thy Word; 
My Fleſh with holy Trembling fears 
The Judgments of the Lok p. 
VI. 
My God, I long, I hope, I wait 
For thy Salvation ſtill ; 
While thy whole Law is my Delight, 
And I obey thy Will. 


CXIX. Tenth Part, Common Metre, 
Benefit of Mictions, and Support under them. 


I, 
Corsa all my Sorrows, Lox, 
And thy Deliv*rance ſend ; 
My Soul for E Salvation faints, 
When will my Troubles end! 
II. 
Let I have found 'tis good for me 
To bear my Father's Rod; 
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Afflictions make me learn thy Law, 


And live upon my Gop. 
In. 


This is the Comfort I enjoy, 
When new Diſtreſs begins ; 
I read thy Word, I run thy Way, 
And hate my former Sins. | 
IV 


Had not thy Word been my Delight 
When earthly Joys were fled, 
My Soul, oppreſt with Sorrow's Weight, 
Had ſunk amongſt the Dead. 
v 


1 know thy Judgments, Lokd, are right, 
Tho' they may ſeem ſevere ; 

The ſharpeſt Suff rings I endure 
Flow from thy * Care. 


Before I knew thy chalb ning Rod, 
My Feet were apt to ſtray; 

But now I learn to keep thy Word, 
Nor wander from thy Way. 


CXIX. Eleventh Part. Common Metre. 


Holy Reſolutions. 


I. 
O Tr thy Statutes ev'ry Hour 
Might dwell upon my Mind! 
Thence F derive a quick'ning Pow'r, 


And daily Peace I find. 
II, 


To meditate thy Precepts, Logo, 
Shall be my ſweet Employ ; 


13 


144 PSALM CXIX. 


My Soul ſhall ne'er forget thy Word, 
Thy Word is all my Joy. 
111, 
How would I run in thy Commands, 
if thou my Heart diſcharge 
From Sin and Satan's hateful Chains, 


And ſet my Feet at large? 
I. 


My Lips with' Courage ſhall declare 

Thy Statutes and thy Name; 
I'll ſpeak thy Word tho Kings ſhould hear, 
Nor yield to __ Shame, 


Let Bands of 8 riſe 
To rob me of my Right, 
Let Pride and Malice forge their Lies, 
Thy Law is my Delight. 
VI. 
Depart from me, ye wicked Race, 
Whoſe Hands and Hearts are ill; 
I love my Gop, I love his Ways, 
And muſt obey his Will. 


CXIX. Twelfth Part. Common Metre. 
Divine Influence needful, 


I, 

MY Soul lies cleaving to the Duſt; 
Logp, give me Lite divine 

From vain Deſires and ev'ry Luft 


Turn off theſe Eyes of mine. 
II, 


I need the Influence of thy Grace 
To ſpeed me in thy Way, 


PSALM CXIX. 175 
Left I ſhould loiter in my Race, | 


Or turn my Feet aſtray, 
II. 


When ſore Afflictions preſs me down, 
I need thy quick*ning Pow'rs; 
Thy Word that 1 have refled on 
Shall help my heavieſt Hours, 
Iv. 
Are not thy Mercies ſov'reign ſtill, | 
And thou a faithful Gop ? 
Wilt thou not grant me warmer Zeal | 
To run the heay' ny Road ? 


Does not my Heart ha Precepts love, 
And long to fee thy Face ? 

And yet how flow my Spirits move 
Without enliv'ning Grace! 

VI. 

Then ſhall I love thy Goſpel more, 
And neer forget thy Word, 

When I have felt its quick'ning Pow'r 
To draw me near the Losp. 


CXIX. Laft Part. Long Metre. 
Sandtiſied Affuttions, 
I, 


FArnzx, I bleſs thy gentle Hand; 
How kind was thy chaſtiſing Rod, 
That forc'd my Conſcience to a Stand, 


And brought my wand'ring Soul to Gop! 
I1. 


Fooliſh and vain I went aſtray, 
Ere I had felt thy Scourges, Lox 
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1 left my Guide, and loſt my Way ; 


But now I love and keep thy Word. 
In. 


Tis good for me to wear the Yoke, 
For Pride is apt to riſe and ſwell ; 
*Tis good to bear my Father's Stroke, 


That I might learn his Statutes well. 
iv. 
The Law that iſſues from thy Mouth 
Shall raiſe my chearful Paſſions more 
Than all the Treaſures of the South, 
Or Weſtern Hills of golden Ore. 
v 


Thy Hands have made my mortal Frame, 

Thy Spirit form'd my Soul within; 

Teach me to know thy wond'rous Name, 

And guide me ſafe from Death and Sin. 
VI. 

Then all that love and fear the Loxo, 

At my Salvation ſhall rejoice 

For I have hoped in thy Word, 

And made thy Grace my only Choice. 


CXX. Common Metre. 
Seeking God's gracious Aſſiſtance. 


I, 
'F- O Gop, whoſe Care P ve ever been, 
In my Diſtreſs I cry'd ; 
He heard me then, and fo prevents 
My Fears to be deny'd. 


11. 
P11 lift mine Eyes unto the Hills, 
And thence will look tor Aid; 
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Depend on Gop alone for Help, 


Both Heav'n and Earth he made. 
III. 


He will ſuſtain thy weaker Pow'rs 
With his almighty Arm; | 

And keep thee with unweary'd Care, 
From all ſurprizing Harm. 

IV. 

The Lord's Protection like a Shade 
Will be thy ſure Defence ; 

Nor Sun nor Moon ſhail hurt thee with 
Malignant Influence. | | 


v. 

From Harm thy Body he'll protect, 
Preferve thy Soul from Sin ; 

Will proſper thy Deſigns abroad, 
And bleſs thy coming in. 


CXXI. Long Metre. 
Divine Protefiion. 


1. 
P to the Hills I lift mine Eyes, 
Th' eternal Hills beyond the Skies; 
T hence all her Help my Soul derives 
There my almighty Refuge lives. 
II 


He lives; the everlaſting Gop, 

That built the World, that ſpread the Flood; 
The Heav'ns with all their Hoſts he made, 
And the dark Regions of the Dead. | 


In. 
He guides our Feet, he guards our Way; 
His Morning Smiles bleſs all the Day; 
885 15 
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He ſpreads the Ev*ning Veil, and keeps 
The ſilent Hours while Iſrael fleeps. 
IV. 
Iſrael, a Name divinely bleſt, | 
May riſe ſecure, ſecurely reſt ; 
Thy holy Guardian's wakeful Eyes 
Admit no Slumber nor Surpriſe. 
v 


No Sun ſhall ſmite thy Head by Day, 
Nor the por Moon with ſickly Ray 
Shall blaſt thy Couch; no baleful Star 


Dart his malignant Fire ſo far. 
VI, 


Should Earth and Hell with Malice burn, 
Still thou ſhalt go, and till return, 

Safe in the LogD; his heav*nly Care 
Detends thy Life trom ev*ry Snare. 


CXX1. Long Metre, 
Gop our Preſerver, 


I, 
T O Gop my grateful Soul aſcends, 
On him alone for Help depends ; 
His Preſence my encircling Guard, 
His Grace the Source of my Reward. 


II, 
The expanded Skies by Pow'r divine 
In all their ſplendid Radiance ſhine z 
From his Command the ſolid Earth, 
And all its Stores deriv*d their Birth, 
11, - 
Iaſpected by his watchful Eyes 
No threat'ning Snares my Soul ſurpriſe 3 
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My trembling Feet he ſafely keeps, 

My faithful Guardian never ſleeps. 
IV. 

His ſhelt'ring Arm he will extend 

O'er Iſrael's Race, and them defend; 

No Slumbers draw to ſoft Repoſe, 

His wakeful Eyelids never cloſe. 


PAus E. 


v. 
My Soul, thy Keeper is the Lox o 
How firm his Pow'r! How ſure his Word! 
He ſpreads a Shade on thy right Hand, 
And will a {ate Retreat command. 

VI, 

No burning Sun with noxious Rays, 
Shall blaſt thy Liſe with fickly Days; 
No baletul Moon thy Head ſhall ſmite, 
Serene thy Day, ſecure thy Night. 

VII, 


Protected by his pow'rful Arm, 
Should frightful Scenes thy Heart alarm; 
Thy Life is ſafe, tho* num*rous Foes 
With reſtleſs Fury thee oppoſe. 

VIII. 
His Wiſdom guides thee ev'ry Day, 
Thro' all Diſaſters in thy Way; 
Thy mortal Life by him is bleſt, 
His Fayour crowns with endleſs Reſt. 


#5 


, , eo 


180 PSALM CXXI. 
CXXI. As the cxLvin" Pſalm. 
Gop our Preſerver. 


I, 
[JP warp I life mine Eyes, 
> From God is all my Aid; 
'The Gop that built the Skies, 
And Earth and Nature made; 

Gov» is the Tower 

To which I fly; 

His Grace is nigh. 

In ev'ry Hour. 

1. 


My Feet ſhall never ſlide, t 
And fall in fatal Snares, 


Since God my Guard and Guide 


Defends me from my Fears. 
| Thoſe wakeful Eyes 
That never ſleep, 
Shall Iſrael keep 
When Dangers rife. 
| III. 
No burning Heats by Day, 
Nor Blaſts of Ev'ning Air 
Shall take my Health away, 
It Gop be with me there. 
Thou art my Sun, 
And thou my Shade, 
To guard my Head 
By Night or Noon. 
Iv 


Haſt thou not giv'n thy Word 
To fave my Soul from Death ? 


1 
"as 
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And I can truſt my Logo 
To keep my mortal Breath; 
I'll go and come, 
Nor fear to die, 
Till from on high 
Thou call me Home. 


CXXII. Common Metre. 
Public Worſhip delightful. 


I, 
HO did my Heart rejoice to hear 
My Friends devoutly ſay, 
« In Zion let us all appear, 
« And keep the folemn Day?“ 
II 


J love her. Gates, I love her Road; 
The Church adorn'd with Grace 
Stands like a Palace built for God, 
To ſhew his milder Face, 
II.. 
Up to her Courts with Joys unknown 
The holy Tribes repair; 
The Son of David holds his Throne, 
And ſits in Judgment there. 
Iv. 
He hears our Praiſes and Complaints; 
And while his awful Voice 
Divides the Sinners from the Saints, 
We tremble and rejoice. 
v. 
Peace be within this ſacred Place, 
And Joy a conſtant Gueſt! 
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With holy Gifts and heav'nly Grace 


Be her Attendants bleſt! 
8 


My Soul ſhall pray for Zion ſtill, 
While Life or Breath remains; 
There my beſt Friends, my Kindred dwell, 
There Gobp my Saviour reigns. 


CXXII. Proper Tune, 
Going to Church. 


How pleas'd od bleſt was I, 
To hear the People cry, 
« Come, let us ſeek our Gop to-day ;** 
Yes, with a chearful Zeal 
We haſte to Zion's Hill, 
And there our Vows and Honouts pay. 
* 
Zion, thrice happy Place, 
Adorn'd with wond*rous Grace, + 
And Walls of Strength embrace thee round; 
In Thee our Tribes appear 
To pray, and praiſe, and hear 
The ſacred Goſpel's joytul Sound. 
II. 
There David's greater Son 
Hath fix'd his Royal Throne, 
He ſits for Grace and Judgment there; 
He bids the Saints be glad, 
He makes the Sinner ſad, 
And humble Souls rejoice with Fear. 
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IV. 
May Peace attend thy Gate, 
And Joy within thee wait, 
To bleſs the Soul of ev'ry Gueſt; 
The Man that ſeeks thy Peace, 
And wiſhes thine Increaſe, 


A thouſand Bleſſings on him reſt ! 
v 


My Tongue repeats her Vows, 
& Peace to this ſacred Houſe !*? 

For there my Friends and Kindred dwell ; 
And ſince my glorious Gop 
Makes thee his bleſt Abode, 

My Soul ſhall ever love thee. well. 

WE vi. 
May Peace attend thy Gate, 
And Joy within thee wait, 

To bleſs the Soul of ev'ry Guelt; 
The Man that ſeeks thy Peace, 
And wiſhes thine Increaſe. 

A thouſand Bleſſings on him reſt ! 


CXXIII. Common Metre. 
Pleading with Submiſſion. 


I, | 

() TxHou whoſe Grace and Juſtice reign 
Inthron'd above the Skies, 

To thee our Hearts would tell their Pain, 


To thee we lift our Eyes. 
11, 


Tho? for our Sins we juſtly feel 
Thy Diſcipline, O Gop; 
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Yer wait the gracious Moment till, 


Till thou remove the Rod. 
IL 


Thoſe that in Wealth and Pleaſure. live, 
Our daily Grones deride, 
And thy Delays of Mercy give 


Freſh Courage to their Pride. 
Iv. 


Our Foes inſult us, but our Hope 
In thy Compaſſion lies; 
This Thought ſhall bear our * up, 
« That Gop will not deſpiſe.” 


CXXIV. Common Metre. 
God's merciful Appearance acknowledged. 


For the Fifth. of November. 


k 
H not the Lok, may Iſrael ſay, 
een pleas'd to interpoſe ; | 
Had he not then eſpous'd our Cauſe 


When Men againſt us roſe ; 
n. 


Their Wrath had ſwallow'd us alive, 
And rag'd without controul; 

Their Spite and. Pride's united Floods 
Had quite o'erwhelm'd our Soul. 

1II. 

But prais'd be our eternal Lokp, 
Who reſcu'd us that Day, 

Nor to their ſavage Jaws gave up 
Our threaten'd Lives a Prey. 
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. 
Our Soul is like a Bird eſcap'd 
From out the Fowler's Net; 
The Snare is broke, their Hopes are croſs'd, 


And we at Freedom ſet. 
v 


Secure in his almighty Name 
Our Confidence remains, 

Who, as he made both Heav'n and Earth, 
Of both ſole Monarch reigns, 


CXXIV. Long Metre. 
National Deliverance celebrated. 
For the Fifth of November, 


I. 

H not the Lox p, may Iſrael ſay, 
Had not the Loxp maintain'd our Side, 

When Men, to make our Lives a Prey, 

Roſe like the ſwelling of the Tide. 


U. 
The ſwelling Tide had ſtopt our Breath, 
So fiercely did the Waters roll, 

We had been ſwallow'd deep in Death; 
Proud Waters had o'erwhelm*d our Soul. 
. 

We leap for Joy, we ſhout and ſing, 
Who juſt eſcap'd the fatal Stroke; 

So flies the Bird with chearful Wing, 
When once the Fowler's Snare is broke. 
Iv. 


For ever bleſſed be the Lok, 
Who broke the Fowler's curſed Snare, 
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Who ſav'd us from the murd'ring Sword, 

And made our Lives and Souls his Care. 
v. 

Our Help is in Je HOoVAH's Name, 

Who form'd the Earth and built the Skies; 

He that upholds that wond'rous Frame, 

Guards his own Church with watchful Eyes. 


CXXV. Short Metre. 
Mictions moderated. 


I, 
IR M. and unmov'd are they 
That reſt their Souls on Gop; 
Firm as the Mount where David dwelt, 


Or where the Ark abode. 
11 


As Mountains ſtood to guard 
The City's ſacred Ground, 
So Gon and his almighty Love 


Embrace his Saints around, 
III. 


What tho' the Father's Rod 
Drop a chaſtiſing Stroke, 
Tet, leſt it wound their Souls too deep, 
Its Fury ſhall be broke. 
Iv. 
Deal gently, Loxp, with thoſe 
Whoſe Faith and pious Fear, 
W hoſe Hope and Love, and ev'ry Grace, 
Proclaim their Hearts fincere. 
v. 
Nor ſhall the Tyrant's Rage 
Too long oppreſs the Saints; 
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The Gop of Iſrael will ſupport 


His Children, leſt they faint, 
VI. 


But if our flaviſh Fear 

Will chooſe the Road to Hell, 
We muſt expect our Portion there 

Where bolder Sinners dwell. 


CXXVI. Common Metre. 
Hope and Dependence on Gop entouraged,. 


I. 
Hen Gop reveaPd his gracious Name, 
And chang'd my mournful State, 
My Rapture ſcem'd a pleaſing Dream, 
The Grace appear'd fo great. 


u. 
The World beheld the glorious Change, 
And did thy Hand confeſs ; 
My Tongue broke out in unknown Strains, 
And fung ſurpriſing Grace. 


11. 

Great is the Work,” my Neighbours cry'd, 
And own'd the Pow! r divine; 

« Great is the Work,” my Heart reply'd, 


« And be the Glory thine.” 
IV. 


The Lord can clear the darkeſt Skies, 
Can give us Day for Night; 
Make Drops of ſacred Sorrow riſe 
To Rivers of mie 


Let thoſe that ſow in Sadness wait 
Till che fair Haryeſt come, 
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They ſhall confeſs their Sheaves are great, 
And ſhout the Bleſſings home. 


1,08 
Tho? Seed lie buried long in Duſt, 
It ſhan't deceive their Hope; 
The precious Grain can ne'er be loſt, 
For Grace inſures the Crop. 


CXXVII. Long Metre: 
The Bleſſing of Gcp on worldly Affairs. 


I 


F Gor ſucceed not, all the Coſt 
And Pains to build the Houſe are loſt ; 
If Gop the City will not keep, 
The watchful Guards as well may ſleep. 
II, 
What if you riſe before the Sun, 
And work and toil when Day is done, 
Careful and ſparing eat your Bread, 
To ſhun that Poverty you dread , 
- III. 
»Tis alk in vain, till Gop hath bleſt; 
He can make rich, yet give us Reſt ; 
Children and Friends are Bleſſings too, 
If Gop our Sov*reign make them ſo. 
IV. 


Happy the Man to whom he ſends 
| Obedient Children, faithful Friends! 
| How ſweet our daily Comforts prove, 
When they are ſeaſon'd with his Love! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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CXXVII. Common Metre, 
The Love of Go the greateſt Bleſſing. 


I. 
F Gop to build the Houſe deny, 
The Builders work in vain; 
And Towns without his wakeful Eye 
An uſeleſs Watch 1 
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Before the Morning. 1 
Your painful Work renew, 
And till the Stars aſcend the Skies 
Your tireſom Toil purſue. 
17, 
Short be your Sleep, and coarſe your Fare; 
In vain, till Gop hath bleſt; 
But if his Smiles attend your Care, 
You ſhall have Food and Reſt. 
IV, 
Nor Children, Relatives, nor Friends, 
Shall real Bleſſings prove, 
Nor all the earthly Joys he ſends, 
If ſent without his Love. 


CXXVIII. Common Metre. 
Family Bleſſings. 


I, | 
O Haeey Man, whoſe Soul is fill'd 
With Zeal and reverend Awe |! 
His Lips to Gop their Honours yield, 
His Life adorns the Law. 
11. 


A careful Providence ſhall ſtand 
And ever guard thy Head; 
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Shall on the Labours of thy Hand 
Its kindly Bleſſings: ſhed. 


III. 

[Thy Wife ſhall be a fruitful Vine; ; 
Thy Children round thy Board, 

Each like a Plant of Honour ſhine, 


And learn to fear the Lok p.] 
IV. 


The Loxp ſhall thy beſt Hopes fulfil, 
For Months and Years to come; 
The Lokp, who dwells on Zion's Hill, 
Shall fend thee Bleſſings home. 
v 


This is the Man whoſe happy Eyes 
Shall ſee his Houſe increaſe, 
Shall ſee the ſinking Church arile, 
Then leave the World i in Peace, 


CXXIX. Long Metre. 
The n. 8 wig in evil Times. 


58 HE Lips that ahh Deceit abound, 
Shall not maintain their Triumph long; 
The God of Vengeance will confound, 
The flatrring and blaſpheming Tongue. 
1 


« Yet ſhall our Words be free,” they cry, 

„Our Tongue ſhall be control'd by none 

« Where is the Lord will aſk us why ; 

« Or ſay, our Lips are not our own?” 
In. 

The Log p, who ſees the Poor oppreſt, 

And hears th' Oppreſſor's haughty Strain, 
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Will rife to give his Children Reſt, 
Nor ſhall they truſt his Word in vain. 


I. 

Thy Word, O Los, tho? often try'd, 

Void of Deceit ſhall ſtill appear; 

Not Silver ſeven times purify'd 

From Droſs and Mixture ſhines ſo cle ar. 
v. ä 

Thy Grace ſhall in the darkeſt Hour 

Defend the holy Soul from Harm ; 

Tho? when the vileſt Men have Pow'r, 

On ev'ry Side will Sinners ſwarm. 


. CXXX. Short Metre. 
Supplicating for Mercy. 


| I, 

1 loweſt Depths of Woe, 
To Gop I ſent my Cry; 
Lorp, hear my ſupplicating Voice, 
And graciouſly reply ! 

1 


Should'ſt thou ſeverely judge, 
Who can the Trial bear? 
But thou forgiv*ſt, leſt we deſpond, 
And quite renounce thy Fear, 
III, 
My Soul with Patience waits 
For thee the living Logo ; 
My Hopes are on thy Promiſe built, 
Thy never-failing Word, 
_—; 
My longing Eyes look out 
For thy enliv'ning Ray, 
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More duly than the Morning Watch 
To ſpy the _—_— Day. 


Let Ifrael truſt in G OD, 
No Bounds his Mercy knows ; | 
The plenteous Source and Spring from whence 


Eternal Succour flows. 
VI. 


V hoſe friendly Streams to us 

Supplies in Want convey ;. 
A healing Spring, a Spring to cleanſe 
And waſh our Guilt away. 


CXXX. Long Metre. 
Pardoning Grace. 


I, 
ÞRom deep Diſtreſs and troubled Thoughts, 
To thee, my Gop, I rais'd my Cries; 
If thou ſeverely mark our Faults, 
No Fleſh can ſtand before thine Eyes. 
II, 
But thou haſt built thy Throne of Grace, 
Free to diſpenſe thy Pardons there, | 
That Sinners may approach thy Face, 
And hope and love, as well as fear. 
1, 
As the benighted Pilgrims wait, 
And long and wiſh for breaking Day, 
So waits my Soul before thy Gate 
When will my Gop his Face diſplay ? 
Iv. 
My Truſt is fix'd upon thy Word, 
Nor ſhall I truſt thy Word in vain; 
Let 


PSALM CXXXI. 193 


Let mourning Souls-addreſs the Log, 
And find Relief from all their Pain. 


v. 

Great is his Love, and large his Grace, 
Thro' the Redemption of his Son; 

He turns our Feet from ſinful Ways, 
And pardons what our Hands have done. 


CXXXI. Common Metre. 
Humiliqy and Submiſſion. 
1 
15 there Ambition in my Heart? 
Search, gracious Gop, and fee 
Or do | act a haughty Part? 
LosD, I appeal to — 


charge my 83 be humble ſtill, 
And all my Carriage mild; 

Content, my Father, with thy Will, 
And quiet as a Child. 

11, 

The patient Soul, the lowly Mind, 
Shall have a Jarge Reward 

Let Saints in Sorrow lie refign'd, 
And truſt a faithful Logo. 


CXXXII. Long Metre. 
GoD's 8 in his Church. 


WW Hear ſhall we hs to ſeek and find 
An Habitation for our Gop, 


A Dwelling for th' eternal Mind, 
Amongſt the Sons of Fleſh and Blood? 
K 
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5 1 6 
The Go of Jacob choſe the Hill 
Of Zion for his ancient Reſt; 
And Zion is his Dwelling ſtill; 
His Church is with his Preſence bleſt. 
II. 


Here I will fix my gracious Throne, 
And reign for ever, faith the Lox D; 
Here ſhall my Pow'r and Love be known, 
And Bleſſings ſhall attend my Word. 


IV, 


Here will I meet the hungry Poor, 
And fill ther Souls with living Bread; 
Sinners that wait before my Door, 
With ſweet Proviſions ſhall be fed. 
V. 
GSirded with Truth, and cloth'd with Grace, 
y Prieſts, my Miniſters ſhall ſhine ; 

Not Aaron in his coſtly Dreſs 
Made an Appearance ſo divine.] 

VI. 
The Saints, unable to contain 
Their inward Joys, ſhall ſhout and ſing ; 
The Son of David here ſhall reign, 
And Zion triumph in her King. 

VII, 
Jesvs ſhall ſee a num'rous Seed 
Born here, t' uphold his glorious Name; 
His Crown ſhall flouriſh on his Head, 
While all his Foes are cloth'd with Shame. 
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CXXXII. Common Metre, 
God's Bleſſing on public Worſhip implored. 


I, 
Risk, O King of Grace, ariſe, _ 
And enter to thy Reſt ; | 
Lo, thy Church waits with longing Eyes 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt! 
II, 
Enter with all thy glorious Train, 
Thy Spirit and thy Word; 
All that the Ark did once contain, 
Could no ſuch Grace afford. 
ut. 
Here, mighty Gov, accept our Vows, 
Here let thy Praiſe be ſpread ; 
Bleſs the Proviſions of thy Houſe, 
And fill thy Poor with Bread. 


IV, 
Here let the Son of David reign, 
Let Gop's Anointed ſhine ; 
Juſtice and Truth his Court maintain, 
With Love and Pow'r divine. 
v. 
Here let him hold a laſting Throne, 
And as his Kingdom grows, 
Freſh Honours ſhall adorn his Crown, 
And Shame confound his Foes. 


CXXXIII. Short Metre, | 
The Happineſs of Peace and Friendſhip. 
I. 
LesT are the Sons of Peace, 


Whoſe Hearts and Hopes are one, 
K 2 


Their Songs of Praiſe, their mingled Vows, 


And all the Air is Love, 
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Whoſe kind Deſigns to ſerve and pleaſe, 
Thro' all their Actions run. 


IL, 
Bleſt is the pious Houſe 
Where Zeal and Friendſhip meet 


Make their Communion ſweet, 
| III. 

Thus when on Aaron's Head 
They pour'd the rich Perfume, 
The Oil thro' all his Raiment ſpread, 

And Pleaſure fill'd the Room: 
IV. 
Thus on the heav'nly Hills 
The Saints are bleſt above, 
Where Joy like Morning-Dew diſtils, 


CXXXIII. As the cxxn* Pſalm. 
The Bleſſings of Friendſhip. 


| 1. 
JO W pleaſant *tis to ſee 
X Kindred and Friends agree, 
Each in their proper Station move; 
And each fulfil their Part 
With ſympathiſing Heart, 
In all the Cares of Life and Love! 
ll. 
*Tis like the Ointment ſhed 
On Aaron's ſacred Head, 
Divinely rich, divinely ſweet ; 
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The Oit thro? all the Room 
Diffus'd a choice Perfume, 
Ran thro' his Robes, and bleſt his Feet. 
III. 


Like fruitful Show'rs of Rain 
That water all the Plain, 
Deſcending from the neighb' ring Hills; 
Such Streams of Pleaſure roll 
Thro? ev'ry friendly Soul, 
Where Love like heav'nly Dew diſtils. 
W. 
How pleaſant 'tis to ſee 
I. indred and Friends agree, 
Each in their proper Station move; 
And each fulfil their Part 
With ſympathiſing Heart, 
In all the Cares of Life and Love! 


CXXXIV. Common Metre. ; 
Daily and Nightly Devotion. 


I. 

YE that obey th immortal King, 
Attend his holy Place; 

Bow to the Glories of his Pow'r, 


And bleſs his wond'rous Grace. 
II, 


Lift up your Hands by Morning-light, 
And ſend your Souls on high; 

| Raiſe your admiring Thoughts by wi: 

Above the ſtarry Sky. 


111, 

The Gop of Zion chears our Hearts 
With Rays of quick*ning Grace z 
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The Gop that ſpreads the Heav'ns abroad, 
And rules the ſwelling Seas. 


CXXXV. Long Metre. 
The Church Gop's Houſe and Care. 


I. 
Plus ye the Lon p, the Lord is good; 
To praiſe his Name is ſweet Employ; 
Iſrael he * hoſe of old, and till 


His Church is his peculiar Joy. 
1 


The Lon p himſelf will judge his Saints; 
He treats his Servants as his Friends; 
And when he hears their ſore Comp laints, 


Repents the Sorrows that he ſends. 
III. 


Thro' ev'ry Age the Lox p declares 

His Name, and breaks th' Oppreflor's Rod; 
He gives his ſuff*ring Servants Reſt, 

And will be known * almighty Gov. 


Bleſs ye the Lox, wh caſte his Love; 
O Chriſtians, magnify his Name 
Amongſt his Saints he ever dwells, 


His Church is his Jeruſalem. 


CXXXV. Common Metre. 
Praiſe due to Go b, not 10 Idols. 


I, 
A Wake, ye Saints, to. praiſe your King 
Your ſweeteſt Paſſions raiſe, 
Your pious Pleaſure while you ſing 
Increaſing with the Praile. 
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11, 
Great is the Lokb, and Works unknown 
Are his divine Employ ; 
But ſtill his Saints are near his Throne, 
His Treaſure and his Joy. 
m. 
Heav'n, Earth and Sea confeſs his Hand; 
He bids the Vapours riſe; 
Lightning and Storm at his Command 
Sweep throꝰ the ſounding Skies. 
IV, 


All Pow'r that Gods or Kings have claim” d 
Is found with him alone: 
But heathen Gods ſhould ne*'er be nam'd 
Whete our Jenovan's known. 
1 2 2 | 
Which of the Stocks and Stones they truſt 
Can give them Show'rs of Rain ? 
In vain they worſhip glitt'ring Duſt, 
And pray to Gold 1 in vain. 
VI, 
Blind are their Eyes, their Ears are deaf, 
Nor hear when Mortals pray; 
Mortals that wait for their Relief, 
Are blind and deaf as they. 
VII. 
O Britain, know thy living Goo, 
Serve him with Love and Fear; 
He makes thy Churches his Abode, 
And claims thy Honours there. 


K 4 
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| CXXXVI. Common Metre. 
h Wonders of Creation and Providence, 


1. 
G ** Thanks to » Go, the ſoy? clan Lorp, 
His Mercies ſtill endure, 
And be the King of Kings ador'd, 
His Truth is ever fure. 
U. 


What Wonders * his Wiſdom done 
How mighty is his Hand! 
Heav*n, Earth and Sea, he fram'd __ 


How wide is his Command! 
11, 


The Sun ſupplies the Day with Li nt; 
How bright his Counſels ſhine 

The Moon and Stars adorn the Night 
His Works are all divine. 

Iv. 

He ſaw the Nations dead in Sin; 
He felt his Pity move; 

How ſad the State the World was in! 
How boundleſs was his Love! 

. V». 

He ſent to ſave us from our Woe; 
His Goodneſs never fails; 

From Death and Hell and ev'ry Foe 
And ſtill his Grace es 


Give Thanks to Goo, the heav 'nly King, 


His Mercies ſtil} endure ; | 
Let the whole Earth his Praiſes ſing, 
His Truth is ever iure. 


PSALM CXXVI. 20 


CXXXVI. As the cxLy:11 Pfalm. 
Gop alone to be praiſed, 


G1 Thanks to col moſt High, p 
The univerfal Log p, 
The ſov'reign King of Kings; 
And be his Grace ador'd. 
His Pow'r and Grace 
Are ſtill the ſame ; 
And let his Name 


Have endleſs Praiſe. 
4 I. 


How mighty is his Hand! 
What Wonders hath he done ! 
He form'd the Earth and Seas, 
And ſpread the Heav'ns alone. 
Thy Mercy, Lord, 
Shall ſtill endure ; 
And ever ſure 


Abides thy Word. 
11. 


His Wiſdom fram'd the Sun 

To crown the Day with Light; 

The Moon and twinkling Stars 

To chear the darkſom Night. 
His Pow'r and Grace 
Are ſtill the ſame; | 
And let his Name 
Have endleſs Praiſe. 

IV, 
He ſaw the Nations lie 
All periſhing in Sin, 
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And pity'd the ſad State 

The ruin'd World was in. 
Thy Mercy, Los, 
Shall ſtill endure ; 
And ever ſure 
Abides thy Word. 


v. 
He ſent his only Son 
To ſave us from our Woe, 
From Satan, Sin and Death, 
And every hurtful Foe. 
His Pow'r and Grace 
Are ſtill the ſame; 
And let his Name 
Have endleſs Praiſe. 
VI, Ly 
Give Thanks to Gop alone, 
To Goo the heav'nly King; 
And let the ſpacious Earth 
His Works and Glories ſing. 
Thy Mercy, Lox p, 
Shall ſtill endure; 
And ever ſure 
Abides thy Word.. 


CXXXVI. Long Metre. 
The Mercy and Truth of Gov. 


1 

Ivz to our Gop immortal Praiſe ! 
Mercy and Truth are all his Ways; 

Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, a 

Repeat his Mercies in * Song. 
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N c 
Give to the Lord of Lords Renown, 
The KINO of Kings with Glory crown; 
His. Mercies ever ſhall endure 


When Lords and Kings are known no more, 
= 


He built the Earth, he ſpread the Sky, 
And fix'd the ſtarry Lights on high; 
Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 

Iv | 


He fills the Sun with Morning-Light, 

He bids the Moon direct the Night; 

His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 

When Suns and Moons ſhall ſhine no more, 


CXXXVII. Long Metre. 
The Grace of GoD in Redemption. 


JET © 
THE Jews he freed from Pharaoh's Hand, 
And brought them tothe promisꝰd Land; 
Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, 


Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 
— 8 


He ſaw the Gentiles dead in Sin, 
And felt his Pity work within; 
His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 


When Death and Sin ſhall reign no more. 
II.. 


He fent his Son with Pow'r to ſave | 
From Guilt and Darkneſs and the Grave z 
Wonders of Grace to Gop belong, | 
Repeat his Mercies | in your Song. 
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Thro' this vain World he uides our Feet, 
And leads us to his. heav* - Seat; 

His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 

When this vain World ſhall be no more. 


CXXXVIIL Long Metre. 
Gon 10 be praiſed and truſted in. 


I, 


WII all my Pow'rs of Heart and Tongue 


PI] praiſe my Maker in my Song; 
Angels ſhall b hear the Notes I raiſe, 


Approve the Song, 1 7 join the Praiſe. 


Angels that make by Church their Care 
Shall witneſs my Devotion there; 
While holy Zeal directs my Eyes 
To thy fair Temple in the Skies. 

UI. 
jn fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lok p; 
Vil ſing the Wonders of thy Word; 
- Not all thy Works and Names below 
So much thy Pow'r my Glory ſhow. 


To Go I cry'd HE Troubles roſe, 

He heard me, and ſubdu'd my Foes ; 

He did my riſing Fears controul, 

And 8 diffus d thro? all my Soul. 
3 

The Cop of Heav'n maintains his State, 

Frowns on the Proud, and ſcorns the Great; 

But from his Throne deſcends to ſee 

The Sons of humble Poverty. 


\ 
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vi. 

Amidſt a thouſand Snares I ſtand, 
'Upheld and guarded by thy Hand; 
Thy Words my fainting Soul revive, 
And keep my dying Faith alive. 


Grace will complete what Grace begins, 
To ſave from Sorrows or from Sins; 
The Work that Wiſdom undertakes 


Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 


CXXXIX. Firſt Part. Long Metre. 
The All. ſecing Gov. 


I. | 
L o, thou haſt ſearch'd and ſeen me thro'; 
Thy Eye commands with piercing View 
My riſing and my reſting Hours, 
My Heart and Fleſh, with all their Pow'rs. 
* 
Within thy circling Pow'r I ſtand; 
On ev'ry Side | find thy Hand; 
Awake, aſleep, at home, abroad, 
I am ſurrounded ftill with Gop. 
m. 
Amazing Knowledge, vaſt and great! 
What large Extent ! What lofty Height! 
My Soul, with all the Pow'rs I boaſt, 
Is in the boundleſs Proſpect loſt. 
* | 


Could I fo falſe, ſo faithleſs prove, 

To quit thy Service and thy Love, 
Where, Lox b, could I thy Preſence ſhun ; 
Or from thy dreadful Glory run ? 


* 


206 PSALM CXXXIX, 
. v. | 
If up to Heav'n I take my Flight, 
*Tis there thou dwell'ſt inthron'd in Light; 
Or dive to Hell, there Juſtice reigns, 
And Satan grones beneath thy Chains. 
VI. 
Or ſhould I try to ſhun thy Sight 
Beneath the ſpreading Veil of Night, 
One Glance of thine, one piercing Ray, 
Would kindle Darkneſs into Day. 


P Aus x. 
VII. 


The Veil of Night is no Diſguiſe, 

No Screen from thy all-ſearching Eyes, 
Thy Hand can ſeize thy Foes as ſoon 
Thro' midnight Shades as blazing Noon, 


vin. 
Midnight and Noon in this agree, 
Great Gop, they're both alike to thee; 
Not Death can hide what Gop will ſpy, 
And Hell lies naked ng his Eye. 


O may theſe Thoughts poſſeſs my Breaſt, 
Where'er I rove, where'er I reſt! 
Nor let my weaker Paſſions dare 
Conſent to Sin, for God is there. 


C XXXIX. Second Part. Long Metre, 
The wonderful Formation of Man. 


3 
T* S from thy Hand, my Gop, I came, 
| A Work of ſuch a curious Frame ; 
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In me thy chearful Wonders ſhine, 
And cach proclaim thy Skill divine. 
I 


Thy Eyes did all my Limbs ſurvey, 
Which yet in dark Confuſion lay; 
Thou ſaw'ſt the daily Growth they took, 
Form*d by the Model of thy Book. 


III. 
By thee my growing Parts were nam'd, 
And what thy ſov'reign Counſels fram'd, 
(The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart) 
Was copy'd with unerring Art. 
5 


At laſt to ſhew my Maker's Name, 
Gop ſtamp'd his Image on my Frame; 
And in ſome unknown Moment join'd 


The finiſh'd Members to the Mind. 
V. 


There the young Seeds of Thought began, 
And all the Paſſions of the Man; 

Great Gop, our Infant Nature pays 
Immortal Tribute to thy Praiſe ! 


PAUSE. 


vI. 
Lorp, fince in my advancing A 
P've ated on Life's buſy Stage, 
Thy Thoughts of Love to me ſurmount 
The Pow'r of Numbers to recount. 

= VII, 

I could ſurvey the Ocean o'er e 
And count each Sand that makes the Shore, 
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Before my ſwifteſt Thoughts could trace 


The num'rous Wonders of thy Grace. 
vin. 


Theſe on my Heart are ſtil 2 
With theſe I give my Eyes to reſt; 
And at my waking Hours I find 

Gop and his Love poſſeſs my Mind, 


 CXXXIX. Second Part. Long Metre. 
Go p the Searcher of all Hearts. 


| 1 
T Hes. Lox, byſtricteſt Search haſt known 
My riſing up, and lying down; 

My ſecret Thoughts are known to thee, 
Known long before conceiv*d by me. 


n. 
Thy Eye my Bed and Path ſurveys, 
My public Haunts and private Ways; 
Thou know'ſt what *tis my Lips would vent, 
My yet unutter'd Words Intent. 

11, 
Surrounded by thy Pow'r I ſtand ; 
On ev'ry Side | find thy Hand; 
O Skill, for human Reach too high 
Too dazzling bright for mortal Eye 

Iv. 
O could I fo perfidious be, 
To think of once deſerting thee ! 
Where, Lox, could I thy Influence ſhun ? 
Or whither from thy Preſence run ? 
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| v. 
If up to Heav'n I take my Flight, 

'Tis there thou dwell'ſt inthron'd in Light; 
If down to Hell's infernal Plains, | 

'Tis there almighty Vengeance reigns, 


VI. 
If I the Morning Wings could gain, 
And fly beyond the Weſtern Main, 
Thy ſwifter Hand would firſt arrive, 
And there arreſt thy Fvgitive 

22 vn. 
Or, ſhould I try to ſhun thy Sight 
Beneath the ſable Wings of Night, 
One Glance from thee, one piercing Ray, 
Would kindle Darkneſs into Day. 

vm. 

The Veil of Night is no Diſguiſe, 
No Screen from thy all- ſearching Eyes; 
Thro' midnight Shades thou find' ſt thy Way, 
As in the blazing Noon of Day. 


CXXXIX. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
Gop Omnipreſent. 


x. 
IN all my vaſt Concerns with thee, 
In vain my Soul wou'd try 
To ſhun thy Preſence, Lok, or flee 
The Notice of thy Eye. 
1 


Thy all · ſurrounding Sight ſurveys 
My Riſing and my Reſt, 
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My public Walks, my private Ways, 
And Secrets of my Breaſt. 
If. 
My Thoughts lie open to the-Logy 
Before they're form'd within; 
And ere my Lips pronounce the Word, 
He knows the Senſe I mean. 
Iv. 
O wond'rqus Knowledge, deep and gy L 
Where can a Creature hide? 
Within thy circling Arms I lie, 
Beſet on every 2.7 


So let thy Grace 9 me ſtill, 
And like a Bulwark prove, 


To guard my Soul from ev'ry Ul, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign Love. 


Pv. 


Lonp, where ſhall ei Souls retires, 
Forgotten and unknown ? 
In Hell they meet thy dreadful Fire, 
In Heav'n thy glorious Throne. 
vn. ( 
Should I ſuppreſs my vital Breath, 
To *icape the Wrath divine, 
Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death, 
And make the Grave reſign. 
VIII, 
If wing'd with Beams of Morning-Light 
I fly beyond the Weſt, c 
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Thy Hand, which muſt ſupport my Flight, 
Would foon — my Reſt. 


If o'er my Sins I think to draw 
The Curtains of the Night, 

Thoſe flaming Eyes that guard thy Law 
Wou'd turn the — to Light. 


The Beams of Shows: the Midnight-Hour, » 
Are both alike to thee ; | 

O may I ne'er provoke that Pow'r 
From which I cannot flee ! 


C XXXIX. Second Part. Common Metre. 
The Wiſdom of Gov in the Human Frame. ; 


WW Hen I with hates Wonder ſtand, 
And all my Frame ſurvey, 
Lox, *tis thy Work ; I own thy Hand 
Thus built my * i ag 


Thy Hand my 0. and Reins poſſeſt 
Where unborn Nature grew; 
Thy Wiſdom all my Features trac'd, 
Tod all my Members drew. 
m. 
Thy Eye with niceſt Care ſurvey' d 
The Growth of ev'ry Part; 
Till the whole Scheme thy Thoughts had laid 
Was copy'd by thy Art. 
Iv 


Heav'n, Earth and Sea, and Fire and Wind, 
Shew me thy wond'rous Skill; 


2i2 PSALM CXL. 
But I review myſelf, and find 
Diviner Wonders _ 


Thy awful Glories round me ſhine, 
My Fleſh proclaims thy Praiſe ; 

And with my Tongue my your mall; join 
To celebrate thy Grace. 


C XXXIX. Third Part. Common Metre. 
The Mercies of G O0 acknowledged. 
I, 
Lev, when I count thy Mercies o'er, 
They ſtrike me with Surpriſe 3 
Not all 15 Sands that ſpread the Shore 
To equal Numbers riſe. 


>, 
My Fleſh wich Fear and Wonder ftands, 
The Product of thy Skill, 
And hourly Bleſſings from thy Hands 
Thy Thoughts of Love reveal. 
IL, 
Theſe on my Heart by Night I keep; 
How kind, how dear to me 
O may the Hour that ends my 
Still find my Thoughts with thee ! 


CXL. Common Metre, 
Secking to Go p for Help and Safety. 


I, 
PRrsxvr me, Loxo, from wicked Hands, 
Nor leave my Soul forlorn, 
A Prey to Sons of Violence, 
Who have my Ruin ſworn. 
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The Prod for me have laid their Snare, 
And ſpread their wily Net; 
With Traps and Gins where'er I move, 


I find my Steps beſet. 
11. 


But thus environ'd with Diſtreſs, 
Thou art my Gop, I ſaid; 
Lok p, hear my ſupplicating Voice, 
T hat calls to thee for Aid! 
IV... 
O Loxp, the Gop whoſe ſaving Strength 
Kind Succour did convey, 
And cover'd my advent'rous Head 
In Battle's * Day. * 


* 


Permit not their unjuſt Defigns 
To anſwer their Deſire, - 

Leſt they, encourag'd by Succeſs, 
To bolder Crimes 7 re. 


God will aſſert the Re Man's Cauſe, 
And ſpeedy Succour gi. e 

The Juſt ſhall celebrate his Praiſe, 
And in his Preſence live. 


CXLI. Common Metre. 
Daily Watchfulneſs, 


| I. 
EY thee, O Lord, my Cries aſcend, 
haſte to my Relief 
And wy accuſtom'd Pity hear 
The Accents of my Grief. 
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U. 
Inſtead of Off rings let my Pray't 
Like Morning-Incenſe riſe; 
My lifted Hands ſupply the Place 
Of Ev'ning Sacrifice. 


| Wiſs 

From haſty Language curb my Tongue, 
And let a conſtant Guard 

Still keep the Portal of my Lips 
With wary Gay "x 


F rom wicked Men's Deſigns and Deeds 
My Hand and Heart reſtrain; 
Nor let me in the Booty ſhare 
Of their unrighteous Gain. 
v 


But, Lok p, to thee I ſtill direct 
My ſupplicating Eyes; 

O leave not deſtitute my Soul, 
Whoſe Truſt on thee relies ! 


VI. 
Do thou preſerve me from the Snares 
That wicked Hands have laid; 
Let them in their own Nets be caught, 
While my Eſcape is made. F 


CXLII. Short Metre. 
Luoking to Gop in Afliction. 


| I, 
1 Gop with mournful Voice, 
In deep Diſtreſs I pray'd, 
Made him the Umpire of my Cauſe, 
My Wrongs before him laid. | 
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̃ u. 
Thou didſt my Steps direct, 
When my griev'd Soul deſpair'd; 
For where I thought to walk ſecure, 
They had their Traps prepar'd. 
II. 
I look'd, but found no Friend 
To own me in Diſtreſs; 
All Refuge fail'd, no Man vouchſat d 
His Pity or Redreſs. 
Iv. 
To Gop at laſt I pray'd; 
Thou, Lon p, my Refuge art; 
My Portion in the Land of Life, 
Till Life itſelf — | 


Reduc'd to 8 Straits, 
To thee I make my Mone; 
O ſave me from oppreſſive Foes, 
For me too pow'rful grown 
VI. 
That I may praiſe thy Name, 
My Soul from Priſon bring 3 
Whilſt. of thy kind Regard to me 
Aſſembled Saints ſhall ſing. 


CXLIII. Long Metre. 
Complaint under | heavy Aictions. 


L, 
MY righteous Judge, my gracious Gop, 
Hear when | ſpread my Hands abroad, 
And cry for Succour from thy Throne, 
O make thy Truth and Mercy known! 
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J GERT 
For thee I thirſt, I pray, I mourn; 
When will thy ſmiling Face return ? 
Shall all my Joys on Earth remove, 
And Gop for ever hide his Love? 
11, AVER 
My Goo, thy long Delay to fave, 
Will fink thy Pris'ner to the Grave ; 
My Heart grows faint, and dim my Eye; 
Make haſte to help before I die. 
rv 


In thee I truſt, to thee I ſigh, 

And lift my heavy Soul on high; 
For thee fit waiting all the Day, 
And wear the tirefom Hours away. 


V. 
Teach me to do thy holy Will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill; 
Let the good Spirit .of thy Love 
Conduct me to thy Courts above. 

VI, 
Then ſhall my Soul no more complain; 
The Tempter then ſhall rage in vain; 
And Fleſh, that was my Foe before, 
Shall never vex my Spirit more. 


CXLIV. Firſt Part. Common Metre. 
The Grace and Aiſtance of Gor. owned. 


I 
FOR ever” bleſſed be the Loxo, 
My Saviour and my Shield; 
He fends his Spirit with his Word, 
To arm me for the Field, 
| II, When 
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| 5 

When Sin and Hell their Force unite, 
He makes my Soul his Care, 

Inſtructs me to the heav'nly Fight, 
And guards me thro' the War. 

in. 

A Friend and Helper ſo divine 

Does my weak Lou raiſe ; 

He makes the glorious Vict'ry mine, 
And his ſhall be the Praiſe. 


CXLIV. Second Part. Common Metre, | 
The Vanity of Man, and Condeſcenſion of Gov. 


I. 
LOS o, what is Man, poor feeble Man, 
Born of the Earth at firſt; 
His Life a Shadow, light and vain, 
Still haſting to the Duſt ? 
I. 
O what is feeble dying Man, 
Or any of his Race, 
That Gop ſhould make it his Concern 
To viſit him with Grace! 


n. 

That Gop who darts his Light'nings down, 
Who ſhakes the Worlds above, 

And Mountains tremble at his Frown ; 
How wond'rous is his Love! 


L 
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CXLV. Long Metre. 
The Greatneſs of Gov. 


I. 
M Y Gon, my Kino, thy various Praiſe 
"2 Shall fill the Remnant of my Days; 
Thy Grace employ my humble Tongue, 
Till Death and Glory raiſe the Song. 
I 


The Wings of ev'ry Hour ſhall bear 

Some thankful Tribute to thy Ear; 

And ev'ry ſetting Sun ſhall ſee 

New Works of Duty done for thee. 
: III. : | 

Thy Truth and Juſtice I'll proclaim ; 

Thy Bounty flows an endleſs Stream; 

Thy Mercy ſwift, thy Anger flow, 

But dreadful to the ſtubborn Foe. 

1 | 

Thy Works with ſov'reign Glory ſhine z 

And ſpeak thy Majeſty divine; 

Let Britain round her Shores proclaim 

The Sound and Honour of thy Name. 


v. 

Let diſtant Times and Nations raiſe 
The long Succeſſion of thy Praiſe; 
And unborn Ages make my Song 
The Joy and Labour of their Tongue. 

vI. * 
But who can ſpeak thy wond'rous Deeds ? 
Thy Greatneſs all our Thoughts exceeds 3 
Vaſt and unſearchable thy Ways: 
| Vaſt and immortal be chy Praiſe ! 


| * 
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CxLv. Common Metre. 
Gop bearing Prayer. 


1. 
L T ev'ry Tongue thy Goodneſs ſpeak, 
Thou ſov'reign Loxp of all; 
Thy ſtrength'ning Hands uphold the Weak, 
And raiſe the Poor that fall. 


3 If, 
When Sorrow bows the Spirit down, 
Or Virtue lies diſtreſt, | 
Beneath ſome proud Oppreſſor's Frown, 
Thou giv'ſt the Mourners Reſt. 
11, 
The Lorp ſupports our tottering Days, 
And guides our giddy Youth ; 
Holy and juſt are all his Ways, 
And all his Words are Truth. 


Iv. 
He knows the Pain his Servants feel, 
He hears his Children cry; 
And their beſt Wiſhes to fulfil, 
His Grace is ever nigh. 
v. 
His Mercy never ſhall remove 
From Men of Heart ſincere; 
He ſaves the Souls whoſe humble Love 
Is join'd with holy Fear, 


VI, . 
My Lips ſhall dwell upon his Praiſe, 
And ſpread his Fame abroad; 
Let all the Sons of Adam raiſe 
The Honours of their Gov. 


L 2 
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CXLVI. Long Metre. 
Praiſe to Gop for his Goodneſs and Truth, 


1. 
| F Raiss ye the Lokp, my Heart ſhall join 
In Work ſo pleaſant, ſo divine; 

Now while the Fleſh is my Abode, 
And when my Soul "_ to Gop, 


Praiſe ſhall employ ay nobleſt Pow'rs, 
While Immortality endures 3 

My Days of Praiſe ſhall ne*er be paſt, 
While Life and Thought and Being laſt. 
Why mould I make a Man my Truſt ? 
Viinces muſt die and turn to Duſt ; 

Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pow'r, 
And Thoughts all Yann | in an Hour, 


Happy the Man, bote Hopes rely 
On Iſrael's Gop : He made the Sky, 
And Earth and Seas with all their Train, 
And none ſhall find his Promiſe vain. 

| hy 
His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure ; 
He ſaves th' Oppreſt, he feeds the Poor; 
He ſends the lab'ring Conſcience Peace, 


And grants the Pris*ner 1 Releaſe. 
. VI, 


The Lond hath Eyes to give the Blind; 
The Lord ſupports the ſinking Mind; 
He helps the Stranger in Diſtreſs, 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs. 


\ 
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vn. 
He loves his Saints, he knows them well; 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell. 
Thy Gop, O Zion, ever reigns; 
Praiſe him in everlaſting Strains. 


| CX.LVI. As the . Palm. 
Praiſe io Gop for bis Providential Care. 


| I. 
ITX praiſe my Maker with my Breath; 
And when my Voice is loſt in Death, 

Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow'rs; 
My Days of Praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While Life and Thought and Being laſt, 

Or Immortality endures. 

1 
Why ſhould I make a Man my Truſt? 
Princes muſt die and turn to Duſt : 

Vain is the Help of Fleſh and Blood Z 
- Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Pow'r, 
And Thoughts all vaniſh in an Hour, 

Nor can they make their Promiſe good. 

II, 
Happy the Man whoſe Hopes rely 
On Iſrael's Gop : He made the Sky, 

And Earth and Seas with all their Train 
His Truth for ever ſtands ſecure : | 
He ſaves th* Oppreſt, he feeds the Poor, 
And none ſhall find his Promiſe vain. 
Be, SAS 

The Los hath Eyes to give the Blind ; 
The Lord ſupports the finking Mind; 
He ſends the lab' ring Conſcience Peace, 
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He helps the Stranger in Diſtreſs, 
The Widow and the Fatherleſs, 
And grants the Pris'ner ſweet Releaſe. 
5 
He loves his Saints, he ien them well, 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell. 
| Thy Gop, O Zion, ever reigns ! 
Let ev'ry Tongue, let ev'ry Age, 
In this exalted Wark engage; 


Praile him in everlaſting Strains. 
VI. 


Fil praiſe him while he lends me Breath, 

And when my Voice is loſt in Death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler Pow! rs: 

My Days of Praiſe ſhall neer be paſt, 

While Life and Thought and Being laſt, 
Or Immortality endures. 


CXLVII. Firſt Part, Long Metre. 


Gov's Works wonderful, and Saints lovely 
in bis Sight, 


7 ER 
Pfau ye the Loxo ; tis to raiſe 
Our Hearts and Voices in his Praiſe ; 
His Nature and his Works invite 
To make this Duty our Delight, 
U. 
He form'd the Stars, thoſe heav*nly Flames, 


He counts their Numbers, calls their Names 


His Wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no Bound, 
A Deep where all our Thoughts are drown'd, 
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Great is our Logp, and great his Might, 
And all his Glories infinite; 

He crowns the Meek, rewards the Juſt, 
And treads the Wicked to the Duſt. 


PAvusSE. 


IV. 
Sing to the Lox p, exalt him high, | 
Who ſpreads his Clouds all round the Sky; 
There he prepares the fruitful Rain, 


Nor lets the Drops deſcend in vain. 
v 


He makes the Graſs the Hills adorn, | 
And clothes the ſmiling Fields with Corn 
The Beaſts with Food his Hands ſupply, 


And the young Ravens when they cry. 
VI. 


What is the Creatures Skill or Force, 
The ſpritely Man, the watlike Horle, 
The nimble Wit, the active Limb? 


All are too mean Delights for him. 
VII. 


But Saints are lovely in his Sight; 

He views his Children with Delight 

He ſees their Hope, he knows their Fear 
And Looks, and loves his Image there, 


CXLVII. Second Part, Long Metre, | 
The Divine Nature, Providence and Grace, 
I, PS 
O BriTaAiN, praiſe thy mighty Gop, 
And make his Honours known abroad 
LS. 


224 PSALM CXLVII. 


He bid the Ocean round thee flow ; 


Not Bars of Braſs could guard thee ſo. 
II. 


Thy Children are ſecure and bleſt; 
Thy Shores have Peace, thy Cities Reft 
He feeds thy Sons with fineſt Wheat, 


And adds his Bleſſing to their Meat. 
In. 


Thy changing Seaſons he ordains, 

Thy early and thy latter Rains; 

His Flakes of Snow like Wool he ſends, 
And thus the ſpringing Corn defends, 


With hoary Froſt he 2 the Ground; 

His Hail deſcends with clatt'ring Sound; 
Where is the Man ſo vainly bold, 
That dares deny his * Cold ? 


He bids the 8 Breezes blow; 
The Ice diſſolves, the Waters flow; 
But he hath nobler Works and Ways 
To call the Britons to his Praiſe. 
VI, 

To all the Iſle, his Laws are ſhown ; 
His Goſpel thro' the Nation known; 
He bath not thus reveal'd his Word 
To ev'ry Land.—Praiſe ye the Lozp, 


CXLVII. Common Metre. 
The Seaſons i the Year. 


\ A 7 17 PER and ages ſounding loud, 
Addreſs the LokD on high; 
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Over the Heav'ns he ſpreads his Cloud, 
And Waters veil the Skyi” | 
1 0M 
He ſends his Show'rs of Bleſogs down: 

To chear the Plains below; 
He makes the Graſs the Mountains crown, 

And Corn in Valleys grow. 

| | * 

He gives the grazing Ox his Meat, 
He hears the Ravens cry; 
But Man, who taſtes his fineſt Wheat, 
Should raiſe his * high. | 


His ſteady Counſels — the Face 
Of the declining Vear; 

He bids the Sun cut ſhort his Race, 
And wintry Days _ 


His hoary F roſt, his y Snow, 
Deſcend and clothe the Ground; 

The liquid Streams forbear to flow, 
In icy Fetters * 171 0 


When from his dreadful "Es on la 
= the rattling Hail, 
The Wretch that dares his Gop defy, 


Shall find his Courage fail, 
vn. 


He ſends his Word and melts the Show, 
The Fields no longer mourn ; - 

He calls the warmer Gales to blow, 
And bids the Spring return. 


* 5 


226 PSALM cxLvn.. 

The changing Wind, the flying Cloud, 
Obey his mighty Word; | 

With Songs and Honours ſounding loud, 
Praiſe ye the ſov'reign Lok p. 


CXLVIII. Proper Metre. 
The Creator to be Praiſed. 


| y 1 E007 FONT 8. 
E Tribes of Adam, join 
With Heav'n and Earth and Seas, 
And offer Notes divine 
To your Creator's Praiſe. 
5 Ye holy Throng 
Of Angels bright, 
In Worlds of Light 
Begin the Song. 
wn. 
Thou Sun with dazzling Rays, 
And Moon that rules the Night, 
Shine to your Maker's Praiſe, 
Wich Stars of twinkling Light: 
a His Pow'r declare, 
Te Floods on high, 
And Clouds that fly 
In empty Air. 
+ 
The ſhining Worlds above 
In glorious Order ſtand, ' 
Or in ſwift Courſes move 
By his ſupreme Command, 
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He ſpake the Word, 
And all their Frame 


From Nothing came 
To praiſe me LonD. 


He mov'd their bes ok Wheels 
In unknown Ages paſt, 
And each his Word ulfils, 
While Time and Nature laſt. 
In diff' rent Ways 
His Works proclaim 
His wond'rous Name, 
And ſpeak _ Praiſe. 


Let all the Nations fear | 
The Gop that rules above; 
He brings his People near, "© OE | 
And makes them taſte his Love. | 
While Earth and Sky | 
Attempt his Praiſe, 1 2 5 | 
His Saints ſhall raiſe 
His Honours high. 


CXLVIII. Short Metre. 
-Univerſai Praiſe. 


1. 
LET ev'ry Creature join 
To praiſe th* eternal God, 
Le heav' 4 Hoſts, the Song begin, 
And ſound his "we abroad. 


Thou Sun with VE Beams, 
And Moon with paler Rays, 
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Ye ſtarry Lights, ye twinkling Flames, 
Shine to your Maker's Praiſe. 
97 III. | 
He built thoſe Worlds above, 
And fix'd their wond*rous Frame; 
By his Command they ſtand or move, 
And ever ſpeak his Name. 
Ye Vapours, when ye riſe, - 
Or fall in Show'rs or Snow; 
Ye Thunders murmuring round the Skies, 
His Pow'r and Glory ſhow. 
v 


Wind, Hail, and flaſhing Fire, 

Agree to praiſe the Lon, 
When ye in dreadful Storms conſpire 

To execute his Word. = 


VI, 
By all his Works above 
His Honours be expreſt ; | 
But Saints that taſte his ſaving Love 
Should ſing his Praiſes beft. 


C VII, 
Monarchs of wide Command, 
Praiſe ye th' eternal King; 
Judges adore that ſov*reign Hand 
Whence all your Honours ſpring, 
vm. 


Let vigorous Youth engage 
To ſound his Praiſes high; 
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While growing Babes and with'ring Age 
Their feebler W try. 


United Zeal be . | 
His wond'rous Fame to raiſe ; 
God is the Lox D; his Name alone 

Deſerves our * Praiſe. 


Let Nature join with Art, 
And all pronounce him bleſt ; 

But Saints that dwell ſo near his Heart, 
Should ſing his Praiſes beſt. 


CXLIX. Common Metre. 
The Maj efty, N and Love of Gop. 


TJ Hzz will 1 bleſs, my Gop and King, 
Thy endleſs Praiſe proclaim z 
This Tribute I will daily bring, 
And ever bleſs my Name. 


Thou, Lon p, TIM x Compare art great, 
And highly to be prais'd; 

Thy Majeſty with boundleſs Height, 
Above our enn rais'd. 


Renown'd for 8 Adds, thy Fame 
To future Times extends; 


From Age to Age thy glorious Name 
Succeſſively nee 


Whilſt I thy Glory ws Renown, 
And wond'rous Works expreſs, 
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The World with me thy Might ſhall own, 
And thy great 22 r confeſs. 1 


The Praiſe that to thy Love Neben 
They ſhall with Joy proclaim; 
Thy Truth, of all their grateful Songs 
Shall be the conſtant Theme, 


r 


The Lox is good; "freſh Acts of * 
His Pity ſtill ſupplies; ) 

His Anger moves with ſloweſt Pace, 
His willing Mercy flies. 


vn. 
Thy Live thro* Earth extends its Fame, 
To all thy Works expreſt; 
Theſe ſhew thy Praiſe, whilſt thy great Name 
Is by thy Servants bleſt. 


vin. 

Thy ſtedfaſt Throne, from Changes free, 
Shall ſtand for ever faſt; 

Thy boundleſs Sway no End ſhall ſee, 
But Time itſelf out-laſt. | 


| * 
How holy is the Log D! how juſt! 
How righteous all his Ways! 
How nigh 1 to him who with bem Truſt 
For his Aſſiſtance prays! 
wit 


My Time to come in Praiſes ſpent 
Shall ſtill advance his Fame | 

And all Mankind with one Conſent 
For ever bleſs his Name. +2 


PSALM CL 2317 
CL. Long Metre. 
The Goodneſs of ag 40 be adored by all. 


O PR a1sE the Coun | in that bleſt Place 
From whence his Goodneſs largely flows! 
Praiſe him in Heav'n, where he his Face 
Unveil'd in perfect Glory ſhows. 
1 


Praiſe him for all the mighty Acts 
Which he in our Behalf hath done: 
His Kindneſs this Return exacts, 


With which our Praiſe ſhould equal run. 
nm. 


Let all that vital Breath enjoy, 

The Breath he doth to them afford 
In Juſt Returns of Praiſe employ 3 
Let ev'ry Creature praiſe the Lozy, 


CL. Common Metre. 
Goo the Creator to be praiſed. 
We 
PRaur Gop within that ſacred Place, 
Where he his Grace beſtows ; 
Your wondering Thoughts to Heav'n raiſe, 
Where he his "wy ſhows. 


Let all his mighty acts of Pow'r 
Your inward Paſſions move; 
That your Acknowledgments may ſuit 


The Greatneſs of his Love. 
11. . 


Since all to this Creator owe 
That Breath by which they live, 

Let ev*ry Thing that breathes, to him 
Their chearful Praiſes give, 
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Hymn I. Common Metre. 
GOD the Creator, 


I, j 
Lorp, how excellent's thy Name! | 
How glorious to behold ! h 
Engraven fair on all thy Works | | 
In Characters of Gold! it 
u. 
On Heav'ns unmeaſurable Face, | 4 
In Lines immenſly great ; | 1 
In ſmall, on ev'ry Leaf and Flow'r, : 1 
Creator-Gop is writ. | if 
N11. iÞ 
Tho' Reaſon be not giv'n to all, | 
Nor Voice to thee, O Sun! 
Their Maker all proclaim, and here 
Their Language i is but one. 
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From Land to Land- 7 World to World, 
Thy Fame is echo'd round; 

And Ages, as they paſs, tranſmit 
The never-dying — 


Angels, the eldeſt Sons of Light, 
Began the lofty Song; 

They ſaw the Ho br EP abroad, 
And: Earth on * hung. 


Then Man, the laſt _ nobleſt Piece 
Of all this nether Frame, 
With the firſt vital Breath he drew, 


Confeſt from whence he came. 
VIE, 


And thou, my Soul, what wilt thou do 


To ſpeak thy Former's Praiſe ? 
Harmonious Hymns and Raptures high 
Thy Theme and Thee ſhould raiſe. 


Govp the Preſerver. 


I. | 
EroRE the Lord our Maker we 
With reverend Awe ſhould bow 
Thou, Loxp, the Maker art of all, 
And their Ty thou! 


' The Being, which thy Pow'r beſtow! d. 


Thy Providence maintains; 
And the whole. Maſs of Things is held 
By ſtrong, tho ſecret Chains. 
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; III. 
The ſtarry Hoſts in Order move, 
Obſer vant of their Bounds; 
And ev'ry Year, and ev'ry Day, 
The Sun tepeats his Rounds. 


IV. | 
Thro' pathleſs Skies he finds his Road, 
Bent of himſelf to ſtray, 
For Gon directs his ſteady Courfe 
Along the doubtful Way. 


| 5 
Nor leſs in Things that Subject lie 
To Time's all- conqu' ring Pow'r, 
Are thy eternal Laws fulfill'd, 
By ev'ry ſhort-liv'd Hour, 


PAUSE. 


VI. 

While Generations riſe and fall, 
Immortal is the Race ; | | 

And Time may ſhift the fading Scenes, 
But not the Earth diſplace. 

vn. 

What Winter's with'ring Breath deſtroys, 
The following Spring ſupplies; 

And Age, in vigorous Youth renew'd, 
Beholds itſelf and dies. 

E.Y 

The Life by thee preſerv'd, my Gop, 
Shall all be ſpent for thee ; 

And flowing bear thy Praiſe along 


Into Eternity. 
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| III. Common Metre. 


Gov the beverage Good. 
I, 
1 glorious Gov, whom none can ſee, 
Yet all Mankind muſt own, 
Our Hearts acknowledge, and to thee 
We ſpeak in ev' ry Grone. | 


Our Souls confin'd — ks Clay, 
A ſad and heavy Load, 

Midſt Fogs of Senſe miſtake their Way 
To thee, their one — Good. 


We travel thro' this World of Sin, 
As ofer inchanted Ground; 
Following the fond deluſive Scene, 
Till in Perdition _—_ 


Heav'n warns us of i the dang*rous Road, 
And would our Steps recal, 

But we muſt tread where Crouds have trod, 

And where they ml we fall. 


Great Go, diſſolve the dreadful Spell, 
Which does our Reaſon blind; 
That, reſcu'd from the Gates of Hell, 
We thy Abode may find, — 


IV. Common Metre. 
The Mercies of Gop gratefly acknowledged. 


WIH all thy Mercies O my Gop, 
My riſing Soul ſurveys, 
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Tranſported with the View I'm loſt 
In Wonder, Love and Praiſe ! 


II, 

O how ſhall Words with equal Warmth 
The Gratitude declare, 

That glows within my raviſh'd Heart ; 
Byt thou canſt read it there ! | 


11, 

Thy Provides my Life ſuſtain' d, 
And all my Wants redreſt, 

When in the ſilent Womb I lay, 
And hung upon = Breaſt, 


To all my weak 8 and Cries 
Thy Mercy lent an Ear, 

Ere yet my feeble T houghts had learnt 
To form wear ad in ray” r. 


Unnumber'd e to my Soul 
Thy tender Care beſtow'd, 
Before my Infant Heart conceiv'd 


From whom thoſe Comforts flow'd. - 
vi. 


When in the ſlipp'ry Paths of Youth | 
Wich heedleſs Steps I ran, 

Thy Arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me up to Man. 

Vn. 

Thro' hidden Dangers, Toils and Deaths, 
It gently clear'd my Way; 

And thro' the pleaſing Snares of Vice, 
More to be fear'd than . 
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PA us x. 


VIII. 
When worn with Sickneſs oft haſt thou 
With Health renew'd my Face; 
And when in Sins and Sorrows ſunk, 
'Reviv'd my Soul with Grace. 


IX, | 
Thy bounteous Hand with worldly Bliſs 
Hath made my Cup run o'er, 
And in a kind and faithful Friend 
Hath doubled all my Store, 


| x. 
Ten thouſand thouſand precious Gifts 


My daily Thanks employ ; 


Nor is the leaſt a chearful Heart, 


That taſtes thoſe Gifts with Joy. 


XI. 
Thro? ev'ry Period of my Life 
Thy Goodneſs I'll purſue ;- 


And after Death in diſtant Worlds 


The glorious Theme renew. 
„ | 
When Nature fails, and Day and Night 


Divide thy Works no more, 


My ever grateful Heart, O Los, 


Thy Mercy ſhall adore! 
8 
Thro? all Eternity to thee 
A joyful Song Ill raiſe ; 


For O, Eternity's too ſhort, 


To utter all thy Praiſe. 
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V. Long Metre. 5 
God's ns ProteZion. 


T HE Loxp my Paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a Shepherd's Care 
His Preſence ſhall my Wants ſupply, 


And guard me with a watchful Eye. 
1, 


Tho? in a bare and rugged Way, 

Thro' devious lonely Wilds I ſtray, 

Thy Bounty ſhall my Pains beguile, 

The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile. 
ut, 


My Noon-Day Walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight Hours defend : 
Tho? in the Paths of Death I tread, 


With gloomy Horrors overſpread 

IV. 
My ſtedfaſt Heart ſhall fear no Ill, 
For thou, O LoxD, art with me ſtill ! 
Thy friendly Crook ſhall give me Aid, 
And guide me thro' the dreadful Shade. 


VI. Common Metre. 
The Mercy of Gon pleaded by the Penitent. 


8 
Hxx riſing from the Bed of Death, 
O'erwhelm'd with Guilt and Fear, 
I ſee my Maker Face to Face, 
O how ſhall I appear? 
II 


If yet, while Pardon may be found, 
And Mercy may be fought, 


B 


His Favours claim thy higheſt Praiſe; 
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My Heart with inward Horror ſhrinks, 


And trembles at the Thought; 3 
114 |, | 


When hen, O Lorp, ſhalt | ſtand ciclo 


In Majeſty ſevere, 
And ſit in Judgment on my Soul; 
O how ſhall U 171 WC; - 


But thou haſt told e. e Mind, 
Who does her Sins lament, - 

The timely Tribute of her Tears 
Shall endleſs Woe —"_— 


Then ſee che e of my Heart, 


Ere yet it be too late; 
And hear my Saviour's dying Grones, 
To give thoſe Sorrows Wes. 
vi. 
For never ſhall my Soul deſpair 
Her Pardon to procure, 


| Who knows thy only Son hath dy'd 


To make her Pardon ſure. 


| VII. Long Metre. | 
Gop's abundantG we and Mercy to be praiſed. 


Lass, O my Soul, the living Gop, 
Call home 8 Though ts that rove abroad; 
Let all the Pow'rs within me join 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


II, 
Bleſs, O my Soul, the Gop of Grace! 
Why 
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Why ſhould the Wonders he hath wrought 
Be loſt in Silence and forgot? 

UI. 

The Vices of the Mind he heals, 
And cures the Pains that Nature feels; 
Redeems the Soul from Hell, and ſaves 
Our waſting Lives rop threat'ning Graves. 


Our Youth ay, ki Pow'r repairs 3 
His Mercy crowns our growing Tears; 
He ſatisfies our Mouth with Good, 


And fills our Hopes TH heay? aly Food. 
His Pow'r he hew'd | b Moſes' Hands, 


And gave to Iſr'el his Commands; 
But ſent his Truth and Mercy down 
To all the Nations od his Son, 


Let the whole Earth bis Pow'r confeſs ; 
Let the whoſe Earth adore his Grace : 
The Gentile with the Jew ſhall join 

In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


VIII. Common Metre. 
God's gracious Regard to his Creatures 


RE 
Load, we adore thy wondrous Name, 
And make that Name our Truſt, 
Which rais'd at firſt this curious Frame 
From mean and lifeleſs Duſt. 
Awhile theſe frail Machines endure, 
The Fabric of a Day; 
| M 
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Then know their vital Pow'rs no more, 


But molder back to Clay. 
II. 


Yet, Lord, whate'er is felt or fear'd, 
This Thought is our Repoſe, 

That he by whom this Frame was rear'd, 
Its various N knows. 


if Thou view'ſt us 8 a pityin Eye, 
| _ While ſtruggling with our Fon, 

| 8 In Pains and Dangers thou art nigh, 
1 Our Father and 12 God. 


Gently ſupported by thy Love, 
We tend to Realms of Peace ; 
Where ev 'ry Pain ſhall far remove, 

And ev'ry Frailty ceaſe. 


IX. Long Metre. 
God's Name a Foundation of Truſt. 


— g | 
{ Sulu to the LorD, who loud proclaims 
| His various and his ſaving Names ; 
O may they not be heard alone, 
| But by our ſure Experience known! 

u. 
Let great IE HOVAAH be ador'd; 
Th' eternal, all- ſufficient Lo R op; 
| 8 He thro' the World moſt High confeſs'd, 
By whom *twas form'd, and is poſſeſs'd. 
| ui. 
9 Awake our nobleſt Pow'rs to bleſs 
I )!be Gop of Abra'm, Gop of Peace; 
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Now by a dearer Title known, | 


Father and Gop of CHRIST his Son. 
rv 


Thro ev'ry Age his gracious Ear 
Is open to his Servants Pray'r; 
Nor can one humble Soul complain 


That it has ſought its Gop in vain, 
v 


What unbelieving Heart ſhall dare 
In Whiſpers to ſuggeſt a Fear ? 
While ſtill he owns his ancient Name, 


The ſame his Pow'r, his Love the ſame. 
VI, 


To thee our Souls in Faith ariſe ; 

To thee we lift expecting Eyes; 

And boldly thro? the Deſert tread, 

For Gop will guard, where Gop ſhall lead. 


X. Common Metre. 
The dying Chriſtian's Farewel. 


I. . 
Y E golden Lamps of Heav'n, farewel, 
With all your feeble Light; 
Farewel, thou ever-changing Moon, 
Pale Empreſs of the Night. 
i 
And thou refulgent Orb of Day, 
In brighter Flames array'd, 
My Soul, that fprings beyond thy Sphere, 
No more demands thy Aid. , 
In. 1 
Ye Stars, are but the ſhining Duſt 
Of my divine Abode, 25 


M 2 
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The Pavement of thoſe heav'nly Courts 


| Where I ſhall reign with Gop. 
Iv, 


\'' The Father of eternal Light _ 
| Shall there his Beams diſplay 
Nor ſhall one Moment's Darkneſs mix 
Wah that arge Day. 


[ No more the Drops of piercing Grief 

Shall ſwell into my Eyes; 

Nor the Meridian Sun decline 
Amidſt thoſe wag Skies. 


| There all the Millions of his Saints 
4 Shall in one Song unite, 

| And each the Bliſs of all ſhall view 

| With infinite Delight. 

| | 


XI. Long Metre. 
Gop the Portion and Happineſs of the Uprigl. 


I. 
M Y Gov, whoſe all-pervading Eye 
Views Earth beneath and Heav'n above, 
Witneſs, if here or there thou ſeeſt 
An Object of my equal Love. 
II. | 


| Not the gay Scenes where mortal Men 
1 Purſue their Bliſs, and find their Woe, 
| Detain my riſing Heart, which ſprings 


The nobler Joys of Heav*n to know. 
111. 


| Not all the faireſt Sons of Light, 
| That lead the Army round by T hrone, 
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Can bound its Flight; it preſſeth on, 
And ſeeks its Reſt in Gop alone. 

= 
Fix'd near th immortal 3 of Bliſs, 
Dauntleſs and joyous it ſurveys 
Each Form of Horror and Diſtreſs, 
That Earth e with Hell can raiſe, 


This feeble Fleſh wall faint LE die ; 
This Heart renew its Pulſe no more; 
Ev'n now it views the Moment nigh, 
When Life's laſt ee eng all are O'er. 


But come, thou van quilted King of Dread; 
With thy own Hand thy Pow'r . 
'Tis thine to bear my Soul to Gon, 
My Portion and eternal Joy. 

XII. Long Metre. 


e Chet 


_ Lokp, thro” ev'ry changing Scene, 


Haſt to thy Saints a Refuge been; 
Thro' ev'ry Age, eternal Gop, 
Their pleaſing Home, . their ſafe Abode, 


In thee our Fathers Franks their Reſt; 
In thee our Fathers ſtill are bleſt; 
And, while the Tomb confines their Duſt,, 
In thee their Souls abide and truſt, 
11, 

Lo, we are ris'n, a feeble Race, 
Awhile to fill our Fathers Place; 

M 3 
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Our helpleſs State with Pity view, 


And let us ſhare their Refuge too. . 
IV. 


Thro' all the thorny Paths we trace 


In this uncertain Wilderneſs, 

When Friends deſert and Foes invade, 

Revive our Heart, and guard our Head. 
v th, 

So when this Pilgrimage i is o'er, 

And we muſt dwell in Fleſh no more, 

To thee our ſep'rate Souls ſhall come, 


And find in thee a ſurer Home. 
VI. 


To thee our Infant Race we ore ; 
Them may their Fathers Gop receive; 
That Voices yet unform'd may raiſe 


Succeeding Hymns of humble Praiſe, 


XIII. Long Metre: 
The innumerable ne al thankfullyowned, 


Ie glad Ai et Loxp, I ſtand, 
Amidſt the Bounties of thy Hand! 
How numberleſs thoſe Bounties are ! 


How rich, how various, and how fair ! 


K 
But O, what poor Returns T make! 
What lifeleſs Thanks I pay thee back ! 
Los, I confeſs with humble Shame, 
My Off rings ſcarce deſerve the Name. 
III. 
Fain would my lab' ring Heart deviſe 
To bring ſome nobler Sacrifice; 
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It finks beneath the mighty Load: 


What ſhall I render to my Gop ? 
Iv. 


To him I'll conſecrate my Praiſe, 

And vow the Remnant of my Days; 
Yet what at beſt can I pretend, 
Worthy ſuch Gifts ge ſuch a Friend? 


In deep Abaſement, 7 MY. I fre 

My Emptineſs and Poverty ; 

Enrich my Soul with Grace divine, 

And make it worthier to be thine. 

| VI, 

Give me at length an. AngePs Tongue, 
That Heav'n may echo with my Song:; 
The Theme, too great for Time, ſhall be 
The Joy of long Eternity. 


XIV. Long Metre: 
Praiſing Gop through the whole of our Exiſtence, 


I. 
(32P of my Life, thro? all its Days 
My * Pow'rs ſhall ſound thy Praiſe 1 
The Song ſhall wake with op'ning Light, 
And warble to the ſilent Night. 
n. 
When anxious Cares would break my Reſt, 
And Griefs would tear my throbbing Breaſt, 
Thy tuneful Praiſes rais'd on high, 
Shall check the Murmur and the Sigh. 


|| 


When Death o'er Nature ſhall prevail, 
And all its Pow'rs of Language fail, 
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Joy thro' my ſwimming Eyes ſhall break, 
And mean the Thanks I cannot ſpeak. 


N. 
But O, when that laſt Conflict's o'er, 
And I am chain'd to Fleſh no more, 
With what glad Accents ſhall I riſe 


To join the uſic of the Skies! 


Soon ſhall I learn th* exalted Strains 
Which echo o'er the heav'nly Plains 
And emulate with Joy unknown 

The glowing Seraphs round thy Throne. 


VL 
Ivo chearful Tribute will I give, 
as a deathleſs Soul can live; 
Work ſo ſweet, a Theme ſo high, 


| Demands, and crowns Eternity. 


XV. Common Metre. 


The Goodneſs of Gov appearing in the whole 
Frame of Nature. 


] Ono, thou art K ; all Nature ſhews 


Thee full, 6A, free, and kind ; 
Thy Bounty thro Creation flows, 
Nor can it be . | 


The Whole and ev'ry 1 Pair proclaims 
Unlimited Good-will ; 

It ſhines in Stars, and flows in Streams, 
And broods on ev'ry Hill, 
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ui. 
It ſpreads thro? all the ſpreading Main, 
And Heav*ns which ſpread more wide ; 
It drops in ev'ry Show'r of Rain, 
And rolls on ev TH Tide. 


This makes the heav'nly People ſing; 
Their Hearts with Tranſport glow 3, 

Supplies and comforts ev'ry Thing 
That lives and 7 "IN below. 


Still hath it been ikke d and free: 
Thro* Ages paſt and gone; 

Nor ever can exhauſted be, 
But till keeps flowing on. 


VI. 
Still on this-All it pours Supplies, . 
Spreads Joy thro' ev'ry Part; 
Loxp, let ſuch Goodneſs draw my Eyes, 


And 8 my Heart. 
VII. 


Let it hi gh Admiration raiſe, 
And ag: Affection move; 

Employ my Tongue in Songs of Praiſe, 
And fill my Heart with Love. 


XVI. Long Metre. 
On — of GOD. 


YE S, Lonp, 5 [ am wholly thine, 
| I'll give thee ev*'ry Thing that's mine 3 

My Boch Soul, and Subſtance too; 
*Tis only yielding opt thy Due. 


.. 
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My Mind and all its Pow'rs ſhall be 

Henceforth devoted all to thee; 

I'll think and chooſe, reſolve and love, 

As thou ſhalt diate and approve. 
nd © 

For thee my Wealth ſhall be enjoy'd; 

My Time and Strength for thee employ'd ; 

And ev'ry Appetite and Senſe _ 

Reſtrain'd from giving thee Offence. 

IV 


For thee I'jl Health and Eaſe forego, 
PII Pain endure, and welcome Woe ; 
Nor when requir'd will I refuſe 
My very Lite for thee to loſe. 

2 


Thus ſtill to act, is to purſue 

The End I ſtill ſhould have in View; 
And whilſt I live, and when I die, 

My gracious Gop to glorify. 


XVII. Common Metre. 
God's ſovereign Dominion. 


| 
A Lmronty Gop, thy pow*rful Word 
From nothing all Things brought ! 
Earth, Seas and Skies, by thee their Lorp, 
With Skill divine were wrought ! 
II, 
By thee preſerv'd, the whole remains 
A Proof of Pow'r divine; 
And all that this great All contains 
By ſov'reign Right is thine, 


u. 
Thou over all art Loxp ſupreme, 
All elſe from thee derive; - 
No Being can diſpute this Claim, 
Or independent live. | 
. 
To thee, our Lob, we therefore bow z. 
To thee our all reſign ; 
Entire to thee ourſelves: we vow, 


For we are wholly thine. 
v 


To thee, and thee alone, we'll live, 
From other Lords withdrawn; 
No more to Sin Obedience give, 


Nor think ourſelves our own. 
VI. 


Accept what now without Reſerve 
We to thy Will reſign 

And let thy mighty Grace preſerve. 
And perfect what is thine, 


XVIII. Long Metre: 
Giving Thanks to G 0D. 


I, : 
ES, Log p, my joyful Thanks to thee, 
Shall, like my Debts, continual be; 
In conſtant Streams thy Bounty flows, 
Nor End nor Intermiſſion knows. 
| II, 
Thy Kindneſs all my Comforts gives, 
My num'rous Wants thy Hand relieves 
Nor can I ever, Loxp, be poor, 
Who live on thy exhauſtleſs Store. 
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in. 
If what J wiſh thy Will denies, 
*Tis becauſe thou art good and wiſe ; 
Afflictions which may make me mourn, 
Thou canſt, thou doſt to Bleſſings turn. 
| Iv 


Deep, Lorn, upon my thankful Breaſt, 
Let all thy Favours be impreſt, 
That I may never more forget 
The Sum, or any ſingle Debt 


V. 
T would with grateful Heart each Day 
For all thy Gifts my Praiſes pay 
And always well-diſpos*'d would be 
In all Things to give Thanks to thee. 


XIX. Common Metre. 
The Frailty of human Life. 


| I. 
1D. what a feeble Frame is ours 
How vain a Thing is Man'! 
How frail are all his boaſted Pow'rs! 
And ſhort, at beſt, his Span ! 
I. 
Swift as the feather'd Arrow flies, 
And cuts the yielding Air; 
Or as a kindling Meteor dies, 


re it can well appear; 
III. 


So paſs our fleeting Years away, 
And Time runs on its Race; 

In vain we aſk a Moment's Stay, 
Nor will it ſlack its Pace. 
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iv. 
But, Loxp, what mighty Things depend 
On our precarious Breath! 
And ſoon this dying Life will end 
In endleſs Life or 1 


O, make us truly vile to learn 
How very frail we are; 
That we may mind our grand Concern, 
And for our Change prepare ! 
VI, 


May think of Death, and learn to die 
To all inferior Things ; | 
Whilſt our glad Souls till ſoaring fly 


Tow'rds Life's eternal Springs, 
VII. 


Then may we bid our Years roll on, 
And Time make haſte away ; 

The ſooner will our Souls be gone 
To endleſs Lite and Day. 


XX, Long Metre. 
A Thought of Sickneſs and * 


I, 

M Y Soul, the Minutes haſte away 
Apace comes on th' important Day, 

When in The icy Arms of Death, 
I muſt give up my vital Breath, 

U. 5 
Look forward to the awful Scene, 
How wilt thou be affected then; 
When from on high ſome ſharp Diſeaſe, 
Reſiſtleſs ſhall theſe Vitals ſeize ? 
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1II. | 

W hen worldly Glories fade away, 

Faſt as I fee] my Life decay; 

Still dwindling till they diſappear, 

Like Vapours loſt in empty Air. 


When all Eternity's in Sight ; 
The brighteſt Day or blackeſt Night; 
One Shock will break the Building down, 


And waft thee ſwift to Worlds unknown. 
| v 


O come, my Soul, the Matter weigh 
How wilt thou leave'thy kindred Clay ? 
And how the unknown Regions try, 
And lanch into Eternity? 

VI. 
By Faith the heav'nly Realms explore, 
Oft try thy Wings, and upward ſoar ; 
Be dead to Earth, dwell much on high; 
Then calmly live, and bravely die. 


XXI. Long Metre. 
Going the Way whence we ſhall not return, 


I, 

D EnoLD the Path that Mortals tread, 
Down to the Regions of the Dead ! 

Nor will the fleeting Moments ſtay, 

Nor can we meaſure back the Way. 


u. 
Our Kindred and our Friends are gone; 
Know, O my Soul, their Doom's thy own! 
Feeble as their's my mortal Frame, 
The ſame my Way, my Houſe the ſame. 
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| III. ; IEF 
From vital Air, from chearful Light, 
To the cold Grave's perpetual Night; 
From Scenes of Duty, Means of Grace, 
Muſt I to Gop's Tribunal paſs, 
v 


Awake, my Soul, thy Way prepare, 
And loſe in this each mortal Care; 
With ſteady Feet that Path be trod, 
Which thro' the Grave conducts to Gop, 
v. 

My Gov, to thee my All I truſt! 
And if thou call me down to Duſt, 
I know thy Voice, I bleſs thy Hand, 
And die in Smiles at thy Command, 

| VI, 
What was my Terror, is my Joy; 
T heſe Views my brighteſt Hopes employ, 
To go, ere many Years are o'er, 
Secure I ſhall return no more. 


XXII. Short Metre. 


Support in the View of Death. 
I 


BEvorp the gloomy Vale 
Which thou, my Soul, maſt tread, 

Beſet with Terrors fierce and pale, 

That leads thee to the Dead 

u. 

Ye pleaſing Scenes, adieu, 

Which I ſo long have known; 
My Friends, a long Farewel to you, 

For I muſt paſs alone. 
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HI, | 

W hen worldly Glories fade away, 

Faſt as I fee] my Life decay ; 

Still dwindling till they. diſappear, 

Like Vapours loft in empty Air, 


When all Eternity's in Sight 

The brighteſt Day or blackeſt Night; 
One Shock will break the Building down, 
And waft thee ſwift to Worlds unknown. 


v. 
O come, my Soul, the Matter weigh 
How wilt thou leave thy kindred Clay? 
And how the unknown Regions try, 
And lanch into Eternity? 

VI, 
By Faith the heav'nly Realms explore, 
Oft try thy Wings, and upward ſoar ; 
Be dead to Earth, dwell much on high ; 
Then calmly live, and bravely die. 


XXI. Long Metre. 
Going the Way whence we ſhall not return, 


I, 

D EnoLD the Path that Mortals tread, 
Down to the Regions of the Dead ! 

Nor will the fleeting Moments ſtay, 

Nor can we meaſure back the Way. 


u. 
Our Kindred and our Friends are gone; 
Know, O my Soul, their Doom's thy own! 
Feeble as their's my mortal Frame, 
The ſame my Way, my Houſe the ſame. 


— — — — 


— 
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III. ; 
From vital Air, from chearful Light, ' 
To the cold Grave's perpetual Night ; x 
From Scenes of Duty, Means of Grace, | 
Muſt I to Gop's Tribunal pals, 
iv 


Awake, my Soul, thy Way prepare, | 
And loſe in this each mortal Care; | 
With ſteady Feet that Path be trod, 


Which thro? the Grave conducts to Gop. 
v 


My Gov, to thee my All I truſt ! 
And if thou call me down to Duſt, 
I know thy Voice, I bleſs thy Hand, 


And die in Smiles at thy Command, 
| VI, 


What was my Terror, is my Joy; 
Theſe Views my brighteſt Hopes employ, 
To go, ere many Years are o'er, 

Secure I ſhall return no more. 


XXII. Short Metre. 
Support in the View of Death. 
I 


BExorp the gloomy Vale ; | | 


Which thou, my Soul, muſt tread, 

Beſet with Terrors fierce and pale, 4 
That leads thee to the Dead 1 
U. i 

Ye pleaſing Scenes, adieu, [i 
Which I ſo long have known; 4 
My Friends, a long Farewel to you, 
For I muſt pals alone. 
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2 III. | 
And thou, beloved Clay, 
Long Partner of my Cares, 
In this rough Path art torn away 
With Agony and Tears. 


IV, 
But ſee a Ray of Light, 
With Splendors all divine, 
Breaks thro” theſe doleful Realms of Night, 
And makes its Horrors ſhine. 


Where Death and Darkneſs reigns, 
Jenovan is my Stay; 
His Rod my trembling Feet ſuſtains, 
His Staff defends my Way. 
VI 


Dear Shepherd, lead me on 
My Soul diſdains to fear; 

Death's gloomy Phantoms all are flown, 
Now Life's great Logo is near. 


XXIII. Common Metre. 
The Ways of the Upright known to Gov. 
: I, 
'T O thee, my Gon, my Days are known; 
My Soul enjoys the Thought; 
My Actions all before thy Face, 
Nor are my Faults forgot. 
II. 

Each ſecret Breath Devotion vents: 

Is vocal to thy Ear; 
And all my Walks of daily Life 
Before thy Eye appear. 
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| 111, | 
The vacant 1 the active Scene, 

Thy Mercy ſhall approve, 
And ev ry Pang of Sympathy, 

And ev*ry Care of Love. 

Iv. 

Each golden Hour of beaming Light 

Is gilded by thy Rays, 
And dark AMiction's midnight Gloom, 

A preſent Gop . Kn | 


F all i in thy View chay? Life I paſs, 
And in thy View I de; 
And, when each mortal Bond is broke, 
Shall find my Gop is nigh. - 
VI, 
Stripp*d of its little earthly All, 
My Soul in Smiles ſhall go; 
And in a heav'nly Heritage 
Its Father's Bounty know. 


XXIV. S. Metre. 


The timorous Saint encouraged by the Aſſurance 
of divine Hope. 


1 | 
AND art thou with us, gracious Lond., 
To diſſipate our Fear ? | 
Doſt thou proclaim thyſelf our Gop, 
Our Gop for ever near ? 
1 2 


Doth thy right Hand, which form'd the Eanhs 
And bears up all the Skics, | 
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Stretch from on high its eienr, Aid, 
When Dangers round us riſe? 
u. 
Doſt thou a Father's Bowels feel 
For all thy humble Saints ? 
And in ſuch tender Accents ſpeak 
To ſooth their ſad We ? 


On this Support my Soul ſhall lean, 
And baniſh ev'ry Care; 
The gloomy Vale of Death muſt ſmile, 


If Gop be with me there. 
v. 


While I his gracious Succour prove 
Midſt all my various Ways, © 

The darkeſt Shades, thro* which 1 pas, 

Shall echo with his Praiſe. 


XXV. As the cxi1” Pſalm. 
The dying Chriſtian. 


| 1 
O VIrAL Spark of heav'nly Flame 
Reſign and quit thy mortal Frame; 
Tho' trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
How vaſt the Pain, the Bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy Strife, 


And let me languiſh into Life. 
n. 


Hark, hark, they whiſper ! Angels ay. 
66 Come, Siſter Spirit, come away 3” 
But what is this abſorbs me quite ! 


— -— — — 1. 
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W hich ſteals my Senſes, ſhuts my Sight! 
Which drowns my Spirits, draws my Breath! 

Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 

-. 11.1 ML; | an 

The World recedes, it diſappears, 
Heav'n opens on my Eyes, my Ears 

With ſweeteſt Sounds ſeraphic ring; 
Lend, lend your Wings, I mount, T fly, 
O Grave, where is thy Victory! _ 

O Death, where is thy pointed Sting! 


Deliverance celebrated, 


1. i: | | 
Rear Source of Life, our Souls confeſs 
The various Riches of thy Grace; 
Crown'd with thy Mercy we rejoice, 
And in thy Praiſe exalt our Voice. 


11; 

By thee Heav'n's ſhining Arch was ſpread, 
By thee were Earth's Foundations laid z 
And all the Charms of Mens Abode, 
Proclaim the wiſe, the gracious Gon. 


Thy tender Hand reſtores our Breath, - 
When trembling near the Verge of Death; 
Gently it wipes away our Tears, 
And lengthens Life to future Years, 

Iv. 
Theſe Lives are ſacred to the Lorp 
Kindled by him, by him reſtor'd : 
And while our Hours renew their Race, 
Still would we walk before his Face. 


1 
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So when our Souls by him are led 
Thro' unknown Regions of the Dead: 
With Joy triumphant ſhall they move 
To Seats of nobler Life above. 


XXVII. Long Metre. 
The Goodneſs of GOD invariable. 


8 I, 
E Tzaxai Source of ev'ry Joy! 
Well may thy Praiſe our Lips employ, 
While in thy Temple we appear, 
Thy Goodneſs crowns the circling Year. 
11,” 
Wide as the Wheels of Nature roll, 
Thy Hand ſupports the ſteady Pole; 
The Sup is taught by thee to riſe, 
And Darkneſs when to veil the Skies. 


u. | 
The flow'ry Spring at thy Command ' 
Embalms the Air, and paints the Land; 
The Summer Rays with Vigor ſhine, 
'To raiſe the Corn, and chear the Vine. 


Iv. 
Seaſons and Months, and Weeks and Days, 
Demand ſucceſſive Songs of Praiſee 
Still be the chearful Homage paid. 
With op' ning Light, and Ev'ning Shade. 
v 


Here in thy Houſe ſhall Incenſe riſe, 
As circling Sabbaths bleſs our Eyes; 

Still will we make thy Mercies known 
Around thy Board, and round our own. 
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VI, 

O may our more harmonious Tongues, 

In Worlds unknown purſue the Songs 

And in thoſe! brighter Coutts adore, 

Where Days and Years revolve no more! 


XXVII. Common Metre. 
Gop's Mercy and Grace to his Creatures. 


I, 
OU Souls with pleaüng Wonder view 
The Bounties of thy Grace ;, 
How much beſtow'd, how much reſerv'd, 
For chem that ſeek thy Face 
nun | 
Thy ue ral Hand with worldly Bliſs 
Oft makes their Cup run o'er, 
And in the Cov'nant of thy Love 
They find diviner Store. 
In. 
Here Mercy hides their num'rous Sins; 
Here Grace their Souls renews; 
Here thy own reconciled Face | 


Doth heay” nly Beams diffuſe, 
IV, 


But O, what Treaſures yet unknown 
Are lodg'd in Worlds to come! 
If theſe th* Enjoyments by the Way, 


How happy is their Home 
v. 


And what ſhall mortal Worms reply? 
Or how ſuch Goodneſs own? 

But *tis our Joy that, Log, to thee 
Thy Servants Hearts are known, 
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VI. 
Since Time's too ſhort, all-gracious Goo, ö 
To utter all thy Praiſe, | 
Loud to the Honour of thy Name 
Eternal Hymns we'll raiſe. 


XXIX. As the cxin"® Palm, 
- The happy Man. 


THE 1 | 
Bur! is the Man who fears the Loxp, 
And walks with Pleaſure in his Ways, 
Who trembles at his holy Word, 
And gladly his Commands obeys: 
His Houſe with Bleſſings ſhall abound, 
His Seed be mighty and renown'd. 


A gen 'rous Pity * his Heart, 
His Kindneſs widely he extends; 
The Poor in all his Wealth have Part, 
To ſome he gives, to others lends: 
Yet what his Bounty waſtes, repairs 


By wiſely ord'ring his Affairs. 
In. 


When Times with diſmal Face appear, 
By frightful Clouds and Gloom oferſpread, 
His Heart ſhall entertain no Fear, 
Above the Gloom he'll lift his Head : 
His Faith ſhall bear his Courage up, 


And Gop approve, and crown * Hope. 
Iv. 


When raging Waves and Tempeſts rore, 
And Sinners and their Hopes are drown'd ; 
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He'll ſit, and ſee it, ſafe on Shore, 
With Life and with Salvation crown'd : 
On Earth Renown, and Heav*n above 
Shall recompence his Faith and Love. 


XXX. Long Metre. 
Properties of Charity. 


I, 
E T Men of high Conceit and Zeal, - 
Their Fervors and their Faith proclaim; 
If Charity be wanting ſtill, 
The reſt is but a ſounding Name. 
i 
Knowledge is apt to bloat the Mind, 
And Zeal to ſet the World on Fire; 
But Charity is calm and kind, 


And gentle Thoughts will ſtill inſpire, 
III. ä 


She's meek and patient, ſuff ring long, 
But ſlowly her Reſentments riſe ; 
Soon ſhe forgets the greateſt Wrong, 
But Rage and all Revenge defies, 
Iv. 

She envies none their better State, | 
But makes her Neighbour's Bliſs her own; 
Nor vaunts herſelf with Mind elate, | 
But ſtill a modeſt Air puts on. 

-Y 


She drives all Malice from her Breaſt, 
To ill Suſpicion ne'er gives Way 

But ever hopes and thinks the Beſt, . 
And, as ſhe thinks, is apt to ſay. 


— 
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This is the Grace hat reigns on high, 
And brightly will for ever burn 

When Hope ſhall in Enjoyment die, 

And Faith t to Sight triumphant turn, 


XXXI. As the cx" Pſalm. 
Go DÞ's Government. 


I, 
YE Subjects of the Lox p proclaim 
The royal Honours of his Name ; 
% Jznovan reigns,” be all your Song: 
»Tis he, thy Gon, O Zion, reigns, | 
Prepare thy moſt harmonious Strains 
Glad Hallelujahs - prolong. 


Ye Princes, boaſt no La your Crowns, 
But lay the glitt'ring Trifles down 
In lowly Honours at his Feet : 
A Span your narrow Empire bounds, 
He reigns beyond created Rounds, 
In ſelf-ſufficient Glory great. 
111, 
Tremble, ye Pageants of a Day, 
Form'd like your Slaves of brittle Clay, 
Down to the Duſt your Scepters bend : 
To everlaſting Years he reigns, 
And undiminiſh'd Pomp maintains, 
When Kings, and Suns, and Time ſhall end. 
IV. 
So ſhall his favour'd Zion live ; 
In vain confed'rate Nations ſtrive 
Her ſacred Turrets to deſtroy : 8 
er 
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Her Sov'reign fits inthron'd above, 


And endleſs Pow'r and endleſs Love 
Inſure her Safety and her Joy. 


XXXII. Common Metre, 
Gratitude and Submiſſion to GOD. 


Lt | 
WW Har Bleſſings thy free Bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 
For Gov is paid when Man receives, 
T* enjoy is to ow" 


Yet not to Earth's . Span 
Thy Goodneſs let me bound; 
Or think thee LokrD alone of Man, 
When thouſand Worlds are round, 
m.. 
Let not this weak unknowing Hand 
Preſume thy Bolts to throw; 
Or deal Damnation round the Land 
On each I judge thy Foe. 
Iv. 


Teach me to feel another's Woe; 
To hide the Fault I fee 

That Mercy I to others ſhow, 
That Mercy ſhow to me. 


PAus x. 


v. 
If I am right, thy Grace impart 
Still in the Right to ſtay ; 
N 
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If Jam wrong, O teach my Heart 
To find that better Way: 

En ie 126 + 
Save me alike from fooliſh Pride, 

Or impious Diſcontent, 

At aught thy Wiſdom hath deny'd, 

Or aught thy Goodnels lent, 

| VII, 

Mean tho' I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy Breath; 
O lead me whereſoe'er I go, 

Thro' this Day's Life or Death. 


vm. 
This Day, be Bread and Peace my Lot, 
All elſe beneath the Sun, | 
Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd, or not, 
And let thy Will be done. 
IX. 
To thee, whoſe Temple is all Space, 
Whoſe Altar Earth Sea, Skies, 
One Chorus let all Beings raiſe ! 
All Nature's Incenſe riſe ! 


XXXIII. Long Metre. 
Go b our heavenly Father, 


| I, 
ATHER of all, inthron'd above, 
Eternal Honours crown thy Name 


Thy Kingdom come with Pow'r and Love, 


Till Earth like Heav'n approve the ſame. 
. 11, 


J.oxb, make our daily Wants thy Care, 
Forgive our Sins which taint the Mind ; 
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May we ſuch Mercy ever ſhare, 


As we to Mercy are inclin'd, 
III. 


From dang' rous Snares defend each Hour, 
And let no Evil preſs us fore ; | 

For thine's the Kingdom, thine the Pow'r, 
The Glory's thine for evermore. 


XXXIV. Common Metre. 
Gop our conſtant Benefaftor, 
I 


Gkrar Gop, to thee my grateful Tongue 
Directs its firſt Eſſays! 
Inſpire my Heart to raiſe the Song, 
Which celebrates thy Praiſe, 
Wis 
From thy almighty forming Hand 
I drew my vital Pow'rs ; 
My Time revolves at thy Command, 
In all its circling Hours, 
Won; 111, 
Thy Pow'r, my ever-preſent Guard, 
From ev'ry Ill defends; 
While num'rous Dangers me ſurround, 
My Help from thee deſcends. 
i IV. i 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings, 
How ſweet is my Repoſe! 
The Morning: Light revives the Springs 
From whence my Comfort flows, 
1 
In celebration of thy Praiſe 
Let me employ my Breath; 
N 2 
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If I am wrong, O teach my Heart 

To find that better Way: 
nm 7147 ö 

Save me alike from fooliſh Pride, 
Or impious Diſcontent, 

At aught thy Wiſdom hath deny'd, 
Or Aunle thy Goodneſs lent. 

VII, 

Mean tho? I am, not wholly ſo, 

Since quicken'd by thy Breath; 

O lead me whereſoe'er I go, 
Thro' this Day's Life or Death. 


VIII, 
This Dav, be Bread and Peace my Lot, 
All elſe beneath the Sun, 
Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd, or not, 
And let thy Will be done. 


IX. 
To thee, whoſe Temple is all Space, 
Whoſe Altar Earth Sea, Skies, 
One Chorus let all Beings raiſe ! 
All Nature's Incenſe riſe ! 


XXXIII. Long Metre. 
God our heavenly Father, 


I, 
ATHER of all, inthron'd above, 
Eternal Honours crown thy Name! 
Thy Kingdom come with Pow'r and Love, 


Till Earth like Heav'n approve the fame. 
| II, 


Joko, make our daily Wants thy Care, 
Forgive our Sins which taint the Mind; 
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May we ſuch Mercy ever ſhare, 


As we to Mercy are inclin'd, 

5 
From dang'rous Snares defend each Hour, 
And let no Evil preſs us ſore; | 
For thine's the Kingdom, thine the Pow'r, 
The Glory's thine for evermore. 


XXXIV. Common Metre. 
Go p our conſtant Benefaftor. 


4 2 
GRrar Gop, to thee my grateful Tongue 
Directs its firſt Eſſays! 
Inſpire my Heart to raiſe the Song, 
Which celebrates thy Praiſe. 
Wis 
From thy almighty forming Hand 
I drew my vital Pow'rs ; 
My Time revolves at thy Command, 
In all its circling Hours, 
Wy 111, 
Thy Pow'r, my ever-preſent Guard, 
From ev'ry Ill defends; 
While num'rous Dangers me ſurround, 
My Help from thee deſcends. 
; IV. f 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wings, 
How ſweet is my Repoſe! 
The Morning: Light revives the Springs 
From whence my Comfort flows, 
v. 
In celebration of thy Praiſe 
Let me employ my Breath; 
N 2 
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And walking ſtedfaſt in thy Ways, 
Ell triumph over Death. F. 


XXXV. Long Metre. 
For ſpreading Divine Knowledge. 
| ; 


JNpvLomwr Sov'reign of the Skies, 
And wilt thou bow thy gracious Ear ? 


While feeble Mortals raiſe their Cries, 


Wilt thou, the great Jenovan, hear ? 
5 Il. | 
Look down, O Gov, with pitying Eye, 

And view the Deſolation round ; 

See what wide Realms in Darkneſs lie, 

And hurl their Idols to the Ground. 
III. 

Loud let the Goſpel- Trumpet blow, 

And call the Nations from afar; 


Let all the Iſles their Saviour know, 


And Earth's remoteſt Ends draw near. 
' Ty 


With gentle Beams on Britain ſhine, 


And bleſs her Princes, and her Prieſts ; 


And by thy Energy divine, 

Let ſacred Love o'erflow their Breaſts. 
| V. | 

Triumphant here let Jzsvs reign, 

And on his Vineyard ſweetly ſmile 


While all the Virtues of his Train 


Adorn our Church, and bleſs our Iſle. 
VI, 


On all our Souls let Grace deſcend, 
Like heav'nly Dew, in copious Show'rs; 
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That we may call our Gop our Friend, 


That we may hail Salvation ours. 
VII. 


Then ſhall each Age and Rank agree, 
United Shouts of Joy to raiſe; 

And Zion, made a Praiſe by thee, 

To thee ſhall render back the Praiſe, 


XXXVI. Common Metre. 
Gov the Support and Guardian of the Poor. 
= 33 
RaisE to the Sov'reign of the Sky, 
Who from his lofty Throne 


Looks down on all that humble lie, 
And calls ſuch Souls his own. 


. 
The haughty Sinner he diſdains, 

Tho' Gems his Temples crown; 
And from the Seat of Pomp and Pride 


His Vengeance hurls him down. 
u. 


On his afflicted pious Poor 

He makes his Face to ſhine, 
He fills their Cottages of Clay 

With Luſtre all divine. 

IV. | 

Among the meaneſt of thy Flock, 

There let my Dwelling be, 
Rather than under gilded Roofs, 


It abſent, Lory, from thee. 
- Y 


Poor and afflicted tho? we are, 
In thy ſtrong Name we truſt, 


29 
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And bleſs the Hand of ſov'reign Love, 
Which lifts us from the Duſt. 


XXXVII. Common Metre. 


God's Condeſcenſion in his tender Care of 
| Mankind, 


AN D will the Majeſty of Heav'n 
Accept us for his Sheep ? 


And with a * Shepherd's tender Care 


Such worthleſs Creatures keep ? 
u. 


And will he ſpread his guardian Arms 
Round our defenceleſs Head ? 
And cauſe us gently to lie down 
In his refreſhing Shade ? 
ui. 
And will he lead our weary Souls 
To that delightful Scene, 
Where Rivers of Salvation flow 
Thro' Paſtures ever green? 
Iv. 
What Thanks can mortal Men repay 
For Favours great as thine ? 
Or how can Tongues of feeble Clay 


Proclaim ſuch Love divine ? 
v. 


Eternal Gop, how mean are wel 
How richly gracious Thou ! 


Our Souls, o'erwhelm'd with humble Joy, 


In ſilent Tranſports bow. 


— es A CE EA et 
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XXVII. Common Metre. 
The awful Gov. 
IxnG to the Lok p, ye heav*nly Hoſts, 
And thou, O Earth, adore ! 


Let Death and Hell thro” all their Coaſts 
Stand trembling at his Pow'r. 


TN. II. 8 | 
His ſounding Chariot ſhakes the Sky, 
He makes the Clouds his Throne ; 
There all his Stores of Lightning lie, 
Till Vengeance darts them down, 
| AE 
His Noſtrils breathe out fiery Streams, 
And from his awful Tongue 
A ſov*reign Voice divides the Flames, 
And Thunder rores along. . 
Iv. 
Think, O my Soul, the dreadful Day, 
When this incenſed Gop 
Shall rend the Sky, and burn the Sea, 
And fling his VI abroad ! 


What ſhall the Wretch, the Sinner do! 
He once defy*d the Loap 3 

But he ſhall Tenn the Thund'rer now, 
And ſink beneath his Word. | 


XXXIX. Common Metre. + 
The divine Glories above our Reaſon, 
I, 


[OW wond'rous great, how glorious bright 
Muſt our Creator be, 


N 4 
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Who dwells amidſt the ——_ Light 


Of vaſt Infinity ! 
u. 


Our Reaſon ſtretches all its Wings, 
And climbs above the Skies; 
But ſtill how far beneath thy Feet 


Our grov'ling Reaſon lies! 
2 
LokD, here we bend our humble Souls, | 
And awfully adore 
For the weak Pinions of our Mind 
Can' ſtretch a Thought no more, 
p IV, e.# oo 
Thy Glories infinitely riſe | 
Above our lab'ting Tongue; 
In vain the higheſt Seraph tries 
| To form an equa] Song. 


XL. Short Metre. 
God's Lee in Aen. | 


H OW: gracious hag how wiſe 
Is our chaſtiſing Gop ! 
And O, how rich' his Bleſſings are, 


Which bloſſom from his Rod! 
551118. 


He Jifts it. up on hig 
With Pity in his Heart, 
That ev'ry Stroke his Children feel 


May Grace and Peace impart. 
11. 


lInſtructed thus they bow, | 
And own his ſov'reign Sway, 
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They turn their erring Footſteps back 


To his forſaken Way. 
Iv. 


His Cov'nant- Love they ſeek, 
And ſeek the happy Bands, 
That cloſer ſtill engage their Hearts 


To honour his Commands. 
v. 


Dear Father, we conſent 
To Diſcipline divine; i 

And bleſs the Pains that make our Souls 
Still more completely thine. 


XLI. Long Metre. 
' The Chriſtian Race. 


I, 

A Wars, our Souls (away our Fears, 

Let ev'ry trembling Thought be gone) 

Awake,: and run the heav'nly Race, 
And put a chearful — on. 


True, *tis a ſtrait and 4 Road,. 
And mortal Spirits tire and faint 3 
But they forget the mighty GoD, 


That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Saint. 
III. 


The mighty Gop, whoſe matchleſs Power 


Is ever new and ever young z. 
And firm endures, while endleſs Years 


Their everlaſting. Circles run. 
IV. 


From thee, the ever-flowing Spring, 
Our Souls ſhall draw a large Supply 3 
WS. 


While ſuch as ſeek refreſhing Draughts 
From mortal Streams ſhall droop and die. 
v 


Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air, 

We'll mount aloft to thy Abode; f 
On Wings of Love our Souls ſhall fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the heay*nly Road. 


XLII. Short Metre. 
Preſerving Grace. 


NO I, . 
752 Gop the only wiſe, 
Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the Saints below the Skies 
Their humble Praiſes ſing. 
II. | 
*Tis his almighty Love, 
His Counſel and his Care, | 
Pre ſerves us ſafe from Sin and Death, 
And ev'ry hurtful Snare. 
nm, 
He will preſent our Souls, 
Unblemiſh'd and complete, 
Before the Glory of his Face, 
With Joys divinely great, 
iv 


Then all the faithful Seed 
Shall meet around the Throne, 
Shall bleſs the Conduct of his Grace, 
And make his n known. 


To our moſt ta Gop 
Wiſdom and Pow'r belongs, 
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Immortal Crouns of Majeſty, 
And everlaſting Songs. 


XLIII. Common Metre. 
Obedience to our heavenly Father, 


I, | 
MY Gop, my Father, I adore 
T hat dear commanding Name ; 
*T will my whole Soul to Lite reſtore, 
And kindle. all my Flame. 


Entire I bow to thy 8 
Thus filial Homage pay, 

With Heart and Life, with Tongueand Hands, 
Pl! chearfully ober. i 


Fl wilfully no more 8 
As I too oft have _ | 


But ev*ry ſinful Thought fi . 
Each finful Aeon, 2 Ben 


Each Day I live, PL ek with Care 
My Father well to pleaſe: 

And in this Courſe will perſevent 
By thy aſſiſting N 


Thus will I cloſe Relation claim, 
And prove myſelf thy Son; | 
And whilſt 1 bear the «Sar Name, 
My Father's Rights will own. 
VI. 
1 will, but thou muſt Strength impart 
This — to fulfil; 
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| Loxp, write thy Laws upon my Heart, 
That I may do thy Will! 


XIIV. Common Metre. 
The gracious Al, ror of Gop . 


PEmow the Glaſs hs © Gaſpar lends, 
That Men themſelves may view ; 
How free from Stain its Surface is! 


How poliſh'd and how true 
I, ; 


Behold that wiſe, that perfect Law, 
Which nobleſt Freedom gives! 
O may it all our Souls refine, 
And ſanRify our Lives! 
11, | 
Not with 4 tranſient Glance ſurvey'd, 
And in an Hour forgot; 
But deep inſcrib'd on ev'ry Heart, 
To reign oer ev Ty Thought. 


Great Author of dick perfect Gift, 
Thy quick' ning Grace diſplay, 
That theſe rebellious roving Pow'rs 


May hearken and N 


lIaſpir'd by thee, our "feeble Souls 


Shall paſs victorious on ; 
As the faint dawning Light improves 
To all the Blaze of Noon. 
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XLV. Common Metre. 
Holineſs and C _"__ . the Word of Gov. 


| Bags, I 5 TRA a. Judgments right, 
And all thy Statutes juſt? 
Thence I maintain a conſtant Fight 
With ev ry flatt' ri0g Luſt. 


Thy Precepts often I „ 8 5 
keep thy Law in Sight, 

Thro' all the Buſineſs of the Day, 
To form my er- right. 


My Heart in Midoight Silence cries, 
« How ſweet thy Comforts be; 

My Thoughts in holy Wonder riſe, 

And bring their 2 to thee. 


And when my Spirit drinks her fill, 
At ſome good Word of thine, - 
Not mighty Men that ſhare the Spoil, 
Have Joys compar'd to mine. 


XLVI. Common Metre. 
Go the Searcher of our Thoughts and Ways. 
L 
OD is a Spirit juſt and wiſe; 
He ſees our inmoſt Mind ; 
In vain. to Heav*n we raiſe our Cries, 


And leave our 8 behind. 


Nothing but Truth * his Throne 
With Honour can appear; 


CO Eee ee ee te - — 
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The painted Hypocrites are known 
Theo the Dilguiſe ey wear. 


Their lifted Eyes ſalute the Skies, 


Their bending Knees the Ground 


But Gop abhors the Sacrifice, 


Where not the Heart is found, 
iv. 
Lox, ſearch my Thoughts and try my Ways, 
And make my Soul fincere 
Then ſhall I ſtand before thy Face, 
And find Acceptance there. 


XLVII. Long Metre. | 
Searching and 1 our Ways. 


T. HY piercing Eye, O Gon, ſurveys 
The various Windings of our Ways; 

Teach ys their Tendency to know, 

And Judge the Paths 1 wy which we go. 


Had not thy Mercy — our Aid, 
So fatally our Feet had ſtray'd, 
Stern Juſtice had its Pris'ners led * 
Down to the Chambers of the Dead. 
Uu. 
O turn us back to thee again, 
Or we ſhall ſearch aur Ways in vain; 
Shine, and the Path of Life reveal, 
And bear us on to Zion's Hill. 
IV, 
Roll an, ye ſwift -revolving Years, 
And end this round of Sins and Cares 


—— . — — — — 
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No more a Wand'rer would I roam, 
But near my Father fix at home. 


XLVIII. Short Metre, 
Gop's Care of thoſe wha truſt in bim. 
| 1 

OW gentle Gop's Commands 
How kind his Precepts are 


Come caſt your Burdens on the Lok p, 
And truſt his conſtant Care. 


u. 
While Providence ſupports, 
Let Saints ſecurely dwell; 

That Hand, which bears ali Nature up, 
Shall guide his Children well. 


HL, 
Why ſhould this anxious Load 
Preſs down your weary Mind ? 

Haſte to your heav*nly Father's Throne, 
And tweet Nee fand. 


His Goodneſs 8 approv'd 
Down to the preſent Day ; 
Pl drop my Burden at his Feet, 

And bear a Song away. 
XLIX. Common Metre. 


Gop's Protection 15 Grace relied on. 


], 0», thou wilt * me when I pray 3 
I am for ever thine, 
fear before thee all the Day, 
Nor would I dare to Sin, 


4 — —— — - 
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p | 1 1 | ; 
And while I reſt my weary Head, 
From Cares and Buſineſs free, 
*Tis ſweet converſing on my Bed 
With my own Heart and thee. 
In. 
1 pay this Ev'ning Sacrifice, 
And when my Work is done, 


| Great Gob, my Faith and Hope relies 


Upon thy Grace alone. 
IV, 


Thus with my Thoughts compos'd to Peace, 

I'll give my Eyes to ſleep; 

Thy Hand in Safety keeps my Days, 
And will. my Slumbers keep. 


L. Common Metre, 
The NM "ay and End of wh ighteous and Wicked. 


3 is the Man * ſhuns the Place 
Where Sinners love to meet; 
Who fears to tread their wicked Ways, 


And hates the Scoffer Seat. 
II. 


But in the Statutes of the Lord: 


Hath plac'd his chief Delight; 


By Day he reads or hears the Word, 


And meditates by — 


Gros as the Leaf, Farr ever fair 


Shall his Profeſſion ſhine ; 
While Fruits of Holineſs appear 
Like Cluſters on the Vine. 
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IV. 

Not ſo the Impious and Unjuſt; 
What vain Deſigns they form! 
Their Hopes are blown away like Duft, 

Or Chaff before * Storm. 


Sinners in Judgment Gall not ſtand 
Amongſt the Sons of Grace 
When CHRIST the Judge at his right Hand 


Appoints his Saints a Place. 
VI, 


His Eyes behold the Path they tread, 
His Heart approves it well ; [3:6 
But crooked Ways of Sinners lead. 5 11 
Down to the Gates of Hell. Ve 


LI. Comman Metre, 
60 p * is 


I" riſe my Soul, and leave the Ground, 
Stretch all my Thoughts abroad. 
And rouſe up ev'ry tuneful Sound, 
To praiſe th! — Goo. 


Long ere the lofty Skies were ſpread, 
Jenovan fill'd his Throne 
Or Adam form'd, or Angels made, 
The Maker liv'd alone. 
111, 


His boundleſs Years can ne'er PO 

But ſtill maintain their Prime; - 
ETERNniTY's his Dwelling-place, 

And Eve is his Time. 
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IV. 
While like a Tide our Minutes flow, 
The preſent, and the paſt, 
He fills his own immortal Now, 
And ſees our Ages waſte. 


v. 
The Sea and Sky muſt periſh too, 
And vaſt Deſtruction come; 
The Creatures, look, how old they grow, 
And wait their fiery Doom ! 
VI. * 
Well, let the Sea ſhrink all away, 
And Flame melt down the Skies, 
My Gop ſhall live an endleſs Day, 
When th' old Creation dies. 


LH. Common Metre. 
Complaining of ſpiritual Sloth. 


. 
M Y drouſy Pow'rs, why ſleep ye ſq? 
Awake my fluggiſh Soul; 
Nothing hath half thy Work to do, 
| Yet Nothing's half fo dull. 
II, 
The little Ants for one poor Grain, 
Labour and tug and ſtrive; 
Yet we who have a Heav'n t obtain 
How negligent we live | 
: I, 
We, for whoſe ſake the Sun ſtill ſhines, 
And Moons their Courſes move; 
We, for whofe Guard the Angel-Bands 
Come flying from above. 


IV. 
We, for whom Gop's own Son came down, 
And labour'd for our good, 
How careleſs to ſecure that Crown 
He purchas'd with his Blood ! 


v. 
Lon, ſhall we lie fo lluggiſh ſtill, 
And never act our Parts! 
Come heav'nly Grace, from God the Source, 


And animate our Hearts. 
VI, 


Then ſhall our active Spirits move, 
Upward our Souls ſhall riſe ; 

With Hands of Faith, and Wings of Loves 
We'll fly to take the Prize. 


LIII, Common Metre, 
Chriſtian Virtues. 


I, | 

| STaarr is the Way, the Door is ſtrait 

That leads to Joys on high; 

'Tis but a few that find the Gate, 
While Crowds miſtake and die. 


1, 
Beloved Self muſt be deny'd, 
The Mind and Will renew'd ; 
Paſſion ſuppreſs'd, and Patience try d, 


And vain Deſires ſubdu'd. 
It, 


The Love of Gold be baniſh'd hence, 
(That vile Idolatry . 

And ev'ry Member, ev'ry Senſe, 
In ſweet Subjection lie. 
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IV, 
The Tongue, that moſt unruly Pow'r, 
Requires a . Reſtraint 3 
We muſt be watchful ev'ry Hour, 
And pray, but hover faint. 


;:LorD, can a feeble, "helpleſs Worm 
Fulfil a Work ſo hard? 
Thy Grace will aid us to perform, 
And give a large Reward. 


LIV. Common Metre. 
| Unfeuifune _ ſe Privileges, 


1 
Ono bave 1 far betiiath the Sound 
Of thy Salvation, 'LorD z ; 
But ſtill hr weak my Faith is found, 
And Knowledge of A. Word! 


% 


Oft I frequent thy holy Place, 
And hear almoſt in vainz | 

How ſmall a Portion of thy Grace, 
My Memory can retain ! 

in. 

Thou great Almighty, and my God, 

How little art thou known 
By all the Judgments of thy Rod, 

And Bleſſings of hy Throne 


How cold and feeble i is my Love! 
How negligent my Fear ! - 

How low my Hope of Joys above! 
How few AﬀeRtions' there ! 
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v. 
Great Gop, thy quick'ning Pow'r impart, 
To give thy Word Succels ; 
Write thy Salvation in my Heart, 
And make me _ thy Grace, 


Shew my forgetful Feet the Way 
That leads to Joys on high; 

There Knowledge grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never die. 


LV. Common Metre. 
Frailiy and Folly. 


9 
HO ſhort and haſty is our Life! 
How vaſt our Souls Affairs! 

Yet ſenſeleſs Mortals vainly ſtrive 

To laviſh out their Years. 

II. 

Our Days run thoughtleſfsly along, 

Without a Moment's ſtay ; 
Juſt as a Story, or a Song, 


We paſs our Lives away. 
ui. 


God from on high invites us Home, 
But we march heedleſs on; 
And ever haſt'ning to the Tomb, 


Stoop downwards as we run. 
Iv. 


How they deſerve that Bliſs to loſe, 
Who ſlight the Joys above ! 

What Chains of Vengeance may they fear, 
Who break ſuch Cords of Love! 
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v. 
Draw us, O Gop, with ſov'reign Grace, 
And lift our Thoughts on high ; 
That we may end this mortal Race, 
And ſee Salvation nigh. 


LVI. Common Metre. 
Life frail, Eternity approaching, 


| 1 

Tu EE we adore, eternal Name, 
And humbly own to thee, 

How feeble is our mortal Frame! 


What dying Worms are we! 
II, 


Our waſting Lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As Months and Days increaſe ; 

And ev'ry beating Pulſe we tell 
Leaves but the Number leſs. 


II. 

Dangers ſtand thick thro? all the Ground 
To puſh us to the Tomb ; 

And fierce Diſeaſes wait around 
To hurry Mortals Home. 

Iv. 

Good Gop, on what a lender Thread 
Hang everlaſting Things ! 

Th' eternal States of all the Dead, 

Upon Life's feeble þ rings 


Infinite Joy, or endleſs Woe 
Attends on ev'ry Breath; 
And yet how unconcern'd we go 


Upon the Brink of Death! 
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Waken, O Lord, our drouſy Senſe 
To walk this dang*rous Road ; 
And if our Souls are hurry'd hence, 
May they be found with God ! 


LVII. Common Metre. 
The Miſery of being without Gop in this World. 


I, 
No, I ſhall envy them no more 
Who grow profanely great; 
Tho' they increaſe their golden Store, 
And riſe to wond'rous Height. 
II. 
They caſte of all the Joys that grow 
Upon this earthly Clod ; 
Well, they may ſearch the Creature thro”, 


For they have ne'er a Gop. 
II. 


Shake off the Thought of dying too, 
And think your Life your own; 
But Death comes haſt' ning on to you, 


To mow your Glory down. 
Iv. 


Yes, you muſt bow your ſtately Head, 
Away your Spirit flies ; 

And no kind Ange] near your Bed 
To bear it to the Skies. 

v. 

Go now, and boaſt of all your Stores, 
And tell how bright you ſhine; 

Your Heaps of glitt'ring Duſt are yours, 
And my Redeemer's mine. 


* 
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LVIII. Common Metre, 
A Funeral Thought. 


I, 
FJ Ann, from the Tombs a doleful Sound 
My Ears attend the Cry; 
« Ye living Men come view the Ground, 


«© Where you muſt ſhortly lie. 
II, 


%% Princes, this Clay muſt be your Bed, 
Ven Spite of all your Tow'rsz 
« The Tall, the Wiſe, the Rev'rend Head, 

« Muſt lie as low as ours.” 
11, * 
Great Go, is this our certain Doom : 
And are we ſtill ſecure ? - 
Still walking downwards to our Tomb, 
And yet prepare no more ? 
N 
Give us the Pow'rs of quick' ning Grace, 
To fit our Souls to fly; 
Then when we drop this dying Fleſh, 
We'll riſe above the Sky. 


LIX. Common Metre. 


The Death and Burial of a Saint. 
I, 
\ \ H do we mourn departing Friends ? 
Or ſhake when Death draws nigh ? 
The Meſſenger which JEsus ſends 


To call them to the Sky. 
II, 


Are we not tending upward too, 
As faſt as Time can move? 


Nor 
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Nor would we wiſh the Hours more ſlow, 
T 0 keep us from our Love. 
11. 
Why ſhould we tremble to conve 
Their Bodies to the Tomb ? 
*T was there the Fleſh of ]Jesvs lay, 
And left a long . 852 


The Graves of all 5 Saints he bleſt, 
And ſoften'd ev*ry Bed; 

Where ſhould the dying Members reſt, 
But with the dying Head ? 


Thence he aroſe, an high, 
And ſhew'd our Feet the Way; 
Up to the Loo our Fleſh ſhall fly 
At the great Riſing-Day. 
VI 


Then let the laſt loud Trumpet ſound, 
And bid our Kindred riſe ; 

Awake ye Nations under Ground ; 
Ye Saints aſcend the Skies, 


LX. Common Metre. 
Man's neceſſary Dependence on Gov. 


I. 
Hanna, with a chearful Sound, 
To Gop's upholding Hand; 
Ten thouſand Snares attend us round, 


And yet ſecure we ſtand, 
II, 


That was a moſt amazing Pow'r 
Which rais'd us with a Word; 
O 
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And ev'ry Day, and ev'ry Hour, 
We lean upon the Loop. 
| III. | 
The Ev*ning reſts our weary Head, 
And Angels guard the Room; 
We wake, and we admire the Bed 
Which was not made our Tomb. 
IV 


The riſing Morn cannot aſſure 
That we ſhall end the Day, 
For Death ſtands ready at the Door 


To take our Lives away. 


| v. 

Gov is our Sun, whoſe daily Light 
Our Joy and Safety brings ; 

Our feeble Fleſh lies ſafe at Night 

Beneath his ſhady Wings. 


LXI. Common Metre. 
Submiſſion in afflitive Providences, 


I, 
T HE dear Delights we here enjoy, 
And fondly call our own, 
Are but ſhort Favours, borrow'd, now, 
To be repaid anon. | | 
Il. 
*Tis Gop who lifts our Comforts high, 
Or ſinks them in the Grave ; 
He gives, and bleſſed be his Name, 
He takes but what he gave. 
In. 
Peace all our angry Paſſions then, 
Let each rebellious Sigh, 
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Be ſilent at his ſov'reign Will, 
And ev'ry Murmur die. 
IV. 
If ſmiling Mercy crowns our Lives, 
Its Praiſes ſhall be ſpread ; 
And we'll adore the Juſtice too, 
That ſtrikes our Comforts dead. 


LXII. Long Metre. 


The Conqueſt of Death and Grief by Views of 
the Heavenly State. 


I. 
TFT up, ye Saints, your weeping Eyes ; 
Suſpend your Sorrows and your Sighs; 
Turn all your Grones to joyful Songs, 
Which Jzsvs dictates to your Tongues. 
II, 
Thus faith the Saviour from his Throne, 
« Behold all former Things are gone, 
« Paſt like an anxious Dream away, 
„ Chas'd by the golden Beams of Day, 
. 
« See in celeſtial Pomp aray'd, 
« A new-created World diſplay*d 3 
« Mark with what Light its Proſpects ſhine ! 
„ How grand, how various, how divine! 
IV. 
« There my own gentle Hand ſhall dry 
« Each Tear from each o'erflowing Eye 
« For ever there my People dwell, 


„ Beyond the Rage of Death and Hall.“ 


O 2 


292 H Y MN IXI. 


oa 
Vain King of Terrors, boaſt no more 
Thy ancient wide-extended Pow'r; 

Each Saint in Life with CarisT his Head 
Shall reign, when thou thyſelf art dead. 


LXIII. Long Metre. 
Parting with 1 Joys. 


I, 
1 SenD the Joys of Earth away, 
Away ye Tempters of the Mind, 
Falſe as of 0 ſmooth deceitful Sea, 
And empty as the e Wind. 


Your Streams have carry Souls along, 
Down to the Gulf of black Deſpair ; 
And if I liſten to your Song, 


My dreadful Portion muſt be there. 
3 


Lok p, I adore thy matchleſs Grace, 

T hat warns me of that dark Abyſs; 

That draws me from thoſe treach'rous Seas, 
And bids me ſeek ſuperior Bliſs. 


Iv. 
Now to the ſhining Realmis above, 
I ſtretch my Hands, and raiſe my Eyes; 
O for the Pinions of a Dove, 


To bear me to the upper Skies ! 
v. 


There from the Preſence of my Gop, 
Oceans of endleſs Pleaſures roll; 
There would I fix my laſt Abode, 
And drown the Sorrows of my Soul, 
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LXI V. Common Metre. 


The divine Perfections as diſplayed in Creation. 


I, 

Sinc th' almighty Power of God, 
Who bid the Mountains riſe, 
Who ſpread the flowing Seas abroad, 
And built the lofty Skies. 

11 


I ſing the Wiſdom which ordain'd 
The Sun to rule the Day; 

The Moon ſhines full at his Command, 
And all the Stars obey. 


11, 
I ſing the Goodneſs of the Loxp, 
Who filled the Earth with Food; 
He form'd the Creatures with his Word, 
And then pronounc'd them Good. 
| | IV. | 
And Man, the chief, ordain'd to rule 
O'er all his Works below, | 
Enjoy his World, his Works admire, 
And the great Author know ; 


v. 
Of Goodneſs and of Piety, 
The noble Joys to prove; 
And thus to Angels growing like, 


Riſe to their Bliſs above. 
VI. 


Bleſs Gop, my Soul, who thee delign'd 
For endleſs Bliſs on high ; 
And with the Sons of Light in Praiſe, 


Love and Obedience vie. 
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LXV. Common Metre. 
The Divine Omnipreſence. 


I, 
LS D, how thy Wonders are diſplay'd, 
Where'er I turn my Eyes; 
If I ſurvey the Ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the Skies. 
II, 


There's not a Plant or Flower below, 
But makes thy Glories known; 
And Storms ariſe, and Tempeſts blow, 
By Order from thy Throne. 
11, 
Creatures, as num'rous as they be, 
Are ſubject to thy Care; 
There's not a Place where we can flee, 
But Gop is preſent there. 
Iv 


In Heaven he ſhines with Beams of Love; 
Of Wrath in Hell beneath ; 
*Tis on his Earth I ſtand, or move, 
And 'tis his Air I breathe. 
Rs 
His Hand is my perpetual Guard ; 
He keeps me with his Eye; 
Why ſhould I then forget the Logo, 
Who is for ever nigh ? 
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LXVI. Long Metre. 


The Creation, Preſervaticn, Diſſolution, and 
Reſtoration of this World. 


I, 
Sine to the Lord who built the Skies, 
The Loxd who rear'd this ſtately Frame; 
Let all the Nations ſound his Praile, 
And ev'ry Heart adore his Name. 
3 
He form'd the Seas, and form'd the Hills, 
Made ev*ry Drop, and ev'ry Duſt, 
Nature and Time, with all their Wheels, 
And puſh'd them into Motion firſt. 
III. 
Now from his high imperial Throne, 
He looks far down upon the Spheres z 
He bids the ſhining Orbs roll on, 
And round he turns our haſty Years. 


; 
Thus ſhall this moving Engine laſt 
Till all his Saints are gather'd in 
Then for the Trumpet's dreadful Blaſt 
To ſhake it all to Duſt again! 
v 


Yet when the Sound ſhall tear the Skies, 
And Lightning burn the Globe below, 
Saints, you may lift your joyful Eyes, 
There's a new Heav'n and Earth for you. 


0 4 
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LXVII. Common Metre. 
The 62 of Man. 


LE T other boaſt how. ſtrong they be, 
Nor Death, nor Danger fear; 
But we'll confeſs, O Lorp, to thee, 
W hat feeble Things we are. 
u. 
Freſh as the Graſs our Bodies ſtand, 
And flouriſh bright and gay; 
A blaſting Wind ſweeps o'er the Land, 


And fades the Graſs away, * 
III. 


Our Life contains a thouſand Springs, 
And dies if one be gone; 

Strange, that a Har of thouſand Strings, 
Should keep in Tune ſo long. 


But *tis our Gop 3 our Frame, 
The Gop who built us firſt 
Salvation to th* almighty Name, 


Which rear'd us from the Duſt. 
v. 


While we have Breath, or uſe our Tongues, 
Our Maker we'll ** 3 

His Spirit moves our heaving Lungs, 
Or they would breathe no more. 


LXVIII. Common Metre. 
Death and Eternity. 
I. 
G Lor down, my Thoughts, that uſe to riſe, 
Converſe a while with Death; 


HIT MN LXIX. 297 
Think how a gaſping Mortal liess, 
And pants away * Breath. 


His quiv'ring Lip kgs feeble down, 
His Pulſes faint and few, 

Then, ſpeechleſs, with a doleful Grone, 
He bids the World adieu. 


II. 

But O the Soul that never dies 
At once it leaves the Clay. 
Ye Thoughts, purſue it where it flies, 


And trace its wond'rous Way. 
Iv. 


Up to the Courts where Angels dwell, 
It mounts triumphing there 

Or Devils plunge it down to Hell, 
In infinite Deſpair. 


v. 
And muſt my Body faint and die? 
And muſt this Soul remove? 
O for ſome Guardian-Angel nigh, 


To bear it ſafe above! 
VI. 


Jesvs, to thy dear faithful Hand 


My naked Soul I truſt 
And my Fleſh waits for thy Command, 


To drop into my Duſt, 


LXIX. Short Metre. 
Heavenly Joy en Earth. 


I, 
Cons, we who love the Lorp,- 
And let our Joys be known 
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Join in a Song with {ſweet Accord, 
And thus ſurround the Throne. 


u. 
The Sorrows of the Mind 
Be baniſh'd from the Place; 
Religion never was deſign'd 
K. To make our Pleaſures leſs. 
1 
Let thoſe refuſe to ſing 
Who never knew our Gop; 
But Fav'rites of the heav'nly King 
May ſpeak their Joys abroad. 
Iv 


The Gop who rules on high, 
And thunders when he pleaſe ; 
Who rides upon the ſtormy Sky, 
And manages the Seas 
v 


This awful Go p is ours, 
He guards us with his Love; 

He ſhall ſend down his heav'nly Pow'rs, 
To carry us above. 


VL 
There fha!l we ſee his Face, 
And never, never ſin; 
There from the Rivers of his Grace 
Drink endleſs Pleaſures in. 
| VII, 
Then let our Songs abound, 
And ev*ry Tear be dry; 
We're marching o'er our Sov'reign's Ground, 
To fairer Worlds on high. 
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LXX. Common Metre. 


Love to Gov. 


I, 
Harry the Heart where nen reign, 
Where Love inſpires the Breaſt ; 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, 
And ſtrengthens 1 the reſt. 4 


Knowledge, alas, tis "an in vain, 
And all in vain our Fear 

Our ſtubborn Sins will fight and reign, 
If Love be abſent there. 

III. 

"Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet 
In ſwift Obedience move; 

The Devils know, and tremble too, 


But Satan cannot love, 
Iv. 


This is the Grace that lives and ſings, 
When Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe; 
*Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful Strings 

In the [weet EH of Bliſs. 


Before we quite Forlake our Clay, 
Or leave this dark Abode, 
The Wings of Love bear us away 
To ſee our ſmiling Gop. 
ILXXI. Long Metre. 
A Sight of Gop mortifies us to the World. 


1. 
U? to the heav'nly Paradiſe, 
W here pureſt Streams of Pleaſure roll, 
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Fain would my nobler Paſſions riſe, 
But Earth and Senſe 8 my Soul. 


O might I once ak up and ſee 
The Glories of th? eternal Skies; 
What little Things theſe Worlds would be, 
How deſpicable to my Eyes 

III. 
Had I a Glance of thee, my Gop, 
Kingdoms and Men would vaniſh ſoon ; 
Vaniſh as tho? I ſaw em not, 


As a dim Candle dies at Noon. 
IV. 


Then they might fight, and rage, and rave, 
] ſhould perceive the Noiſe no more 
Than we can hear a ſhaking Leaf, 


While rattling roar By round us rore, 


Great All in All, ache] Kin 
My Heart aſpires to ſee thy * ; 

And all my Pow'rs admire and ſing 
Thy endleſs Grandeur and thy Grace. 


LXXII. Long Metre. 
The Pleaſures of a good Conſcience. 


I, 
| RD, how ſecureandbleſt are they, [clean 
Whoſe Hearts are pure, whoſe Hands are 


Should Storms of Wrath ſhake Earth and Sea, 
Their Minds have TO: n and Peace within. 


The Day glides Cwifely o'er their Heads, 
Made up of Innocence and Love; ; 
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And ſoft and filent as the Shades ; 
Their nightly Minutes gently move. 
III. 
Quick as their Thoughts their Joys come on, 
But fly not half ſo faſt away; | 
Their Souls are ever bright as Noon, 


And calm as Summer-Ev*nings be. 
Iv. 


How oft they look to th* heavenly Hills, 
Where Groves of living Pleaſures grow; 
And longing Hopes and chearful Smiles, 
Sit undiſturb'd upon ow Brow. 


They ſcorn to ſeek for golden Toys, 

But ſpend the Day, and ſhare the Night 
In numb'ring o'er the richer Joys, 
Which Heaven prepares for their Delight, 


LXXIII. Long Metre, 
The Shortneſs of Life, and the Goodneſs of Gop, 


l. 
TI, what an empty Vapour 'tis! 
And Days, how ſwift they are? 
Swift as an Indian Arrow flies, 
Or like a — 22 


Our Life is ever on the Wing, 
And Death is ever nigh 


The Moment when our Lives begin, 


We all begin to die. 
II. 


Yet, mighty Gop, our fleeting Days 
Thy laſting Favours ſhare ; 
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Yet with the Bounties of thy Grace, 
Thou load'ſt the rolling Year, 


. IV. 
Tis ſov'reign Mercy finds us Food, 
And we are cloath'd with Love; 
While Grace ſtands pointing out the Road, 
That leads our Souls above. 
v. 
His Goodneſs runs an endleſs Round; 
All Glory to the Lon p! 
His Mercy never knows a Bound; 
And be his Name ador'd ! 
VI, | 
Thus we begin the laſting Song; 
And when we cloſe our Eyes, 
Let the next Age thy Praiſe prolong, 
Till Time and Nature dies. 


LXXIV. Long Metre. 
The Promiſes of Go our Security. 
I, 
Pfau, everlaſting Praiſe, be paid 
To him that Earth's Foundations laid: 


Praiſe to the God whoſe ſtrong Decrees, 
Sway the Creation as he pleaſe. 


u. 

Praiſe to the Goodneſs of the Lord, 
Who rules his People by his Word ; 
And there as ſtrong as his Decrees, 
He ſets his kindeſt Promiſes, 


114, | 
Whenee then ſhould Doubts and Fears ariſe ? 
Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes? 
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Slowly, alas, our Mind receives 
The Comforts that 3 Maker gives. 


O for a ſtrong, a laſting Faith, 
To credit what th Almighty ſaith ! 
T' obey the Precepts of his Son, 


And call the Joys of Heav'n our own. 
v. 


Then, ſhould the Earth's old Pillars ſhake, 
And all the Wheels of Nature break, 
Our ſteady Souls ſhould fear no more 
Than ſolid Rocks when Billows rore. 
VI. 
Our everlaſting Hopes ariſe. 
Above the ruinable Skies, 
Where the eternal Builder reigns, 
And his own Courts his Pow'r ſuſtains. 


LXXV. Common Metre. 
A Thought of Death and Glory. 


I. 
M Soul, come meditate the Day, 
: And think how near it ftands, 
When thou muſt quit this Houſe of Clay, 
And fly to 2 Lands. 


And you, my Eyes, . down and view 
The hollow gaping Tomb; 
This gloomy Priſon waits for you, 
Whene'er the Summons come. 
um, 
: O could we die with thoſe that die, 


—— us in their Stead; 
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Then would our Spirits learn to fly, _ 
And converſe "my the Dead, 


Then ſhould we ſee che Saints above 
In their own glorious Forms, 

And wonder why our Souls ſhould love 
To dwell with real Worms, 


We ſhould, almoſt, forfake our Clay 
Before the Simmons come, 

And pray and wiſh our Souls away 
To their eternal Home. 


LXXVI. Common Metre. 
The Cbriſtian's Security in the Promiſes of Go. 
I. 
| Bom, my Tongue, ſome heav* alyTheme, 
And ſpeak ſome boundleſs Thing ; 
The mighty. | Works or mightier Name 


Of our Eternal King, 
u. 


Proclaim Salvation from the Loxp 
For wretched dying Men ; 
His Hand has writ the facred Word 


With an immortal Pen. 
III. 


Engrav'd as in eternal Braſs 
The mighty Promiſe ſhines; 
Nor can the Pow'rs of Darkneſs raſe 


Thoſe everlaſting Lines. 
Iv. 


His very Word of Grace is ſtrong 
As hat which built the Skies; 
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The Voice that rolls the Stars along 
Speaks all the FRONT 


He ſaid, . Let the do Heav'n be ſpread ;" 
And Heav' n was ſtretch'd abroad; 
« Abra'm, I'll be thy Gop,” he faid 


And he was Abra'm's Gop. 
\ 4 


Then let my Faith the World o'ercome, 
My Heart and Life be pure; 

I'M truſt the all-creating Voice, 
And know my Heav'n ſecure. 


LXXVII. Common Metre. 


Future * the Chriſtian's preſs Toy. 


I, 
A Wax , ye Saints, and raiſe your Eyes 
And raiſe your Voices high 
Awake, and praiſe that wond'rous Love, 
Which ſhews Salvation nigh. 
n. 
On all the Wings of Time it flies; 
Each Moment brings it near; 
Then welcome each declining Day, 
Welcome each cloſing Year. 
m. 
Not many Years their Round ſhall run, 
Nor many Mornings riſe, 
Ere all its Glories ſtand reveal'd 
To our admiring Eyes. 
"IF, 
Ye Wheels of Nature, ſpeed your Courſe 
* mortal Pow'rs, decay: ; 


306 H T MN LXXVIII. 
Faſt as ye bring the Night of Death, 
Ye bring eternal Day. 
LXXVIII. Short Metre. 
The Death of Friends improved. 


I, 
OW ſwift the Torrent rolls 
That bears us to the Sea 
The Tide that bears our thoughtleſs Souls 
To vaſt Eternity 
I, 
Our Fathers, where are they, 
With all they call'd their own? 
Their Joys and Griefs, and Hopes and Cares, 
And Wealth and Honour gone? 
Ws mM. 5 
But Joy or Grief ſucceeds, 
Beyond our mortal Thought, 
While the poor Remnant of their Duſt 


Lies in the Grave forgot. 
Iv. 


There, where the Fathers lie, 
Muſt all the Children dwell ; 
Nor other Heritage poſſeſs 
But ſuch a gloomy Cell. 
v 


God of our Fathers, hear, 
Thou everlaſting Friend; 


While we, as on Life's utmoſt Verge, 
Our Souls to thee commend. 
8 
Of all the pious Dead 
May we the Footſteps trace, 
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Till with them in the Land of Light 
We dwell before thy Face. 


LXX IX. Long Metre. 
The Saints Expectatios of a Judgment- Day. 


I. 
PE#ozD the Son of Gop, he comes 
To ſhakethe Earth, and rend the Tombs; 
Theſe Heav*ns before him melt away, 
And Sun and Stars in Smoke decay, 


I, 
Yet, midſt this gen'ral Wreck and Dread, 
Ye Saints, with Triumph lift the Head ; 
With glad Surpriſe your Saviour meet, 
Who comes to make your Bliſs complete. 
11 


My Soul, a ier ſo great 
With pleaſing Ex tion wait; 
And while I dwell upon the Thought, 
Be Earth and all its Toys forgot. 
iv 


O bleſſed Lox D, what Grace is thine, 
Which gives a Proſpect ſo divine! 

Come, joyful Day, and teach our Tongues 
How Angels warble out their Songs. 


LXXX. Common Metre. 
CHRIST coming to Fudgment. 


I. 
Esus adorn'd with Grace divine, 
Aſcends his Judgment- Throne; 
Thro' Heav'ns extended Realms above, 
He makes his Glory known. 
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1 
By his Command the Trumpet ſounds, 
And ſummons to his Bar; 
The piercing Blaſt ſhakes Heav'n around, 
And thunders in the Air. 
In. 
The Earth and Seas his Orders hear, 
Unclos'd is ev'ry Tomb; | 
The awaken'd World attend, and fear 
His Sentence and their Doom. | 
IV. 
His Glory ſets the World on Fire; 
The burning Earth and Seas, 
With mingled Ruin ſoon expire, 
And fink before his Face. 
WW 
The Saints, obedient to his Call, 
With Joy receive their Crowns: 
The Wicked into Ruin fall, 
Beneath his wrathful Frowns. 
| vi. : 
Break; ſacred Morning, thro? the Skies, 
And ſpread this glorious Day! 
Bleſt Jesvs, ſend a guardian Band, 
To bear me ſafe away 
ooo}: 
Then may I view thy ſmiling Face, 
With ſtrong immortal Eyes ; 
Thro' endleſs Ages taſte thy Grace, 
With Pleaſure and Surpriſe, F. 
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LXXXI. Common Metre, 
Life to be improved. 


2 . 8 I, ; 

Oer more, my Soul, the riſing Day 
Salutes thy waking Eyes; 

Once more, my Voice, thy Tribute pay 

To him who rules the Skies. 

Night unto Night his Name repeats, 

The Day renews the Sound, 

Wide as the Heav'n on which, he ſits 

To turn the Seaſons round. 

| m. 

*Tis he ſupports my mortal Frame, 
My Tongue ſhall ſpeak his Praiſe; 
My Sins would rouze his Wrath to flame, 

And yet his Wrath delays. 


Iv. 
A Thouſand wretched Souls are fled 
Since the laſt ſetting Sun; 
And yet thou length*neſt out my Thread, 
And yet my Moments run! 
| 7 
Good Gop, let all my Hours be thine, 
Whilſt I enjoy the Light; 
Then ſhall my Sun in Smiles decline, 
And bring a pleaſing Night. 


LXXXII. Common Metre, 
The Day approaching, 


I, 
THE Day approacheth, O my Soul ! 
The great deciſive Day, 
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- Which from the Verge of mortal Life 
Shall bear thee far away! 
n. 
Another Day more awful dawns; 
And lo, the Judge appears ! 
Ye Heav'ns, retire before his Face, 
And fink, ye darken'd Stars! 
im. 
Let does one ſhort preparing Hour, 
One precious Hour remain; 
Rouſe then, my Soul, with all thy Pow'r, 
Nor let it paſs in vain. + 
a IV. #5, 
With me my Brethren ſoon muſt die, 
And at the Bar appear; 
Now be our Intercourſe improv'd, 
To mutual Comfort here. 


V. Wa 
For this thy Temple, Lov, we throng ; 
For this thy Board ſurround ; 
Here may our Service be approv'd, 
And in thy Preſence crown'd. 


LXXXIII. As the cxLv111" Pſalm, 
Gop faithful io bis Promiſes. 


| B 04 
6 þ HE Promiſes I ſing, 
Which wond'rous Love hath ſpoke; 
Nor will th' eternal King 
His Words of Grace revoke z 
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They ſtand ſecure 
ſtedfaſt ſtill; 
Not Zion's Hill 
Abides ſo ſure. 
n. 
The Mountains melt away 
When once the Judge appears; 
And Sun and Moon decay, | 
That meaſure Mortals Years 
But ſtill the ſame 
In radiant Lines 
The Promiſe ſhines 
Thro' all the Flame. 
| In. 
Their Harmony ſhall ſound 
Thro* my attentive Ears, 
When Thunders cleave the Ground, 
And diſſipate the Spheres; 
»Midſt all the Shock 
Of that dread Scene 
I ſtand ſerene, 
Thy Word my Rock. 
IV, 
Let all the Nations fear 
The Gop who rules above; 
He brings his People near, 
And makes them taſte his Love; - 
While Earth and Sky 
Attempt his Praiſe, 
His Saints ſhall raiſe 
His Honours high, 
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LXXXIV. Long Metre. 
Diligence in the nan Race. 


(32 D of the VAL: at whoſe Voice 
The chearful Sun makes haſte to riſe, 

And like a Giant doth rejoice 

To run his Journey ro: the Skies. 


From the fair Chambers of the Eaſt 
The Circuit of his Race begins, 
And without Wearineſs or Reſt 


Round the whole Earth he flies and ſhines, 
III. . 


O like the Sun may I fulfil 

Th' appointed Duties of the Day; 
With ready Mind, and active Will 
March on and keep wy heav*nly Way. 


But I ſhall rove and loſs the Race, 
If Gop, my Sun, ſhould diſappear, 
And leave me in this World's wild Maze, 


To follow ev*ry wandring Star, 
v. 


Lorp, thy Commands are clean and pure, 
Inlightning our beclouded Eyes; 

Thy Threatnings juſt, thy Promiſe ſure ; 
Thy Golpel makes * Simple wiſe. 


Give me thy Counſels * my Guide, 
And then receive me to thy Bliſs; 
All my Deſires and Hopes beſide 
Are faint and cold compar'd with this. 
LXXXV. 
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ILXXxXV. Long Metre. 
The divine r celebrated. 


E chou exalted, 0 my Gop, | 
Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell; 
Thy Pow'r on Earth be known 45 wi 


"© 


And Land to Land thy Wonders „ 


My Heart i is fix*d ; — Song hall raiſe © 
Immortal Honours to thy Name; 
Awake, my Tongue, to found his Praiſe, 


My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame. 
m. 


High o'er the Earth his Mercy reigps, 

And reaches to the utmoſt Sky; 

His Truth to endleſs Years remains, 

When lower Worlds diſſolve and die. 
'\ A 

Be thou exalted, O my Gon, 

Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell ; 

Thy Power on Earth be known abroad, . 

And Land to Land thy Wonders tell. 


LXXXVI. Common Metre. 


Praiſe for Recovery from Sickneſs, 
Wo © . 
gor REIGN of Life, I own thy Hand 
In ev*ry chaſtning Stroke; 
And while I ſmart beneath thy Rod, 
Thy Preſence J invoke. 


5. 
To thee in my Diſtreſs I cry'd, 
And thou haſt bow'd thy Ear; 
'P 


» 
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2 Thy pow ful Word my Life prolong'd, | 
And . n near. 


Unfold, ye Gates of! Righteouſneſs, 
That with the pious Throng 

I may record my folemn Vows, 
And tune my gun Song, 


| Praiſe to the Loy, Wa gentle Hand 
Renews our lab'ring Breath ; 

Praiſe to the Loup who makes his Saints 
Triumphant ev'n ay Death, 


My Gov, in thy 88 Hour 
Thoſe heav'nly Gates diſplay, 
Where Pain and Sin, and Fear and Death, 
For ever flee . 


There, while the Nadoas of the bleſs'd 
With Raptures bow around, 

My Anthems to deliv'ring Grace 

In ſweeter Strains ſhall found. 


LXXXVII. Common Metre, 
Support in God's Covenant under Trouble. 


I, 


Y Gon, the Cov'nant of thy Love 
Abides for ever ſure, 


And in its matchleſs Grace I feel 


My Happineſs ſecure. 
x 
What tho* my Houſe be not with thee, 
As Nature could deſire! 
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To nobler Joys than Nature gives 


Thy Servant ſhall aſpire. 
III. 


Since thou, the everlaſting Gov, 
My Father art become ; 

Jzsvs, my Guardian and my Friend, 
And Heav'n my I Home. 


welcome all thy ov. reign Will; 
For all that Will is Love; 

And when I know not what thou doſt, 
I wait che Light — 


Thy Cov'nant in Py darkeſt Gloom, 
Shall heav'nly Rays impart; 

Which, when my Eyelids cloſe in Death, 
Shall warm my chilling Heart. 


LXXXVIII, Common Metre. 


The Upright — himſelf in the Lok Þ 
s GoD, 


I. 
. tis a glorious Name! 
Still pregnant with Delight; 

It ſcatters round a chearful Beam 
To gild the darkeſt Night. 
I 


What tho? our mortal Comforts fade; 
And drop like with'ring Flow'rs ! | 
Nor Time, nor Death, can break that Band 
Which makes Jznovan ours. 
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e | 

My Cares, I give you to the Wind, 
And ſhake you off like Duſt 

Well may I truſt my All with him 
With whom my Soul-I truſt, 


LXXXIX. Common Metre. 


The Faithful bappy in Death, © 


I, 
HE what the Voice from Heav'n pro- 
For all tlie pious Dead, [claims 
Sweet is the Savour of their Names, 
And ſoft their ſleeping Bed. 
I 


They die in Jesus, and are bleſt; 
How kind their Slumbers are ! 
From Suff rings and from Sin releas'd, 


And freed from ev'ry Snare. 
iI. 


Far from this World of Toil and Strife, 
They're preſent with the Lox D; 
The Labours of their mortal Life 
End in a large Reward. 


8 XC. Common x 7 EO 
Joy and Proſperity from the Bleſſing of. Gop, 


I. 
GCHie on our Souls, eternal Gov, 
— With Rays of Favour ſhine ! 
O let thy Mercy crown our Days, 
And all their Round be thine! 


11, 
Did we not raiſe our Hands to thee, 
Our Hands might toil in vain 
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Small Joy Succeſs itſelf could give, 
If thou thy Love reſtrain, 
11, 


With thee let ev'ry Week begin 
With thee each Day be ſpent ; 
For thee each fleeting Hour improv'd, 


Since each by thee is lent. 
IV, 


Thus chear us thro' this deſert Road, 
Till all our Labours ceaſe ; © 

And Heav'n refreſh our weary Souls 
With everlaſting Peace. 


XCI. Short Metre. 
The Mercies of Gop OE to ene 


JS this the kind REY 
And theſe the T hanks we owe, 
Thus to abuſe eternal Love, - 
Whence all our Bleſſings flow? 
II, 
To what a ſtubborn Frame 
Hath Sin reduc'd our Mind ? 
What ſtrange rebellious Creatures we, 
And Gop as ſtrangely kind? 
III. 
On us he bids the Sun 
Shed his reviving Rays; 
For us the Skies their Circles run 
To lengthen out eng] Days. 


The Brutes obey hols Go p, 
And bow their Necks to Men; 


r 8 
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But we more baſe, more brutiſh Things, 
Reject his eaſy Reign, 
v 


Let paſt Ingratitude 
Provoke our weeping Eyes, 
And hourly as new Mercies fall, 
Let hourly Thanks ariſe. 


XCII. Common Metre. 
Faith of Things unſeen. 


I, 
A1TH is the brighteſt Evidence 
Of Things beyond our Sight, 
Breaks thro? the Clouds of Fleſh and Senſe, 


And dwells in heav'nly Light. 
II, 


It ſets Time paſt in preſent view, 
Brings diſtant Proſpects home, 
Of Things a thouſand Years ago, 
Or thouſand Years to come. 
- mw 
By Faith we know the Worlds were made 
By Gop's almighty Word; 
Abra'm, to unknown Countries led, 
By Faith obey'd the Lorp. 


Iv. 
He ſought a City fair and high, 
Built by th' eternal Hands; 
And Faith aſſures us, tho' we die, 
That heav'nly Building ſtands. 


— 
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XCIII, Common Metre. 
The Saints View of Death and Glory. 


PHeze is a Houſe, not made with Hands, 
Eternal and on high, 


And here my Spirit waiting ſtands, 
Till Gop ſhall bid it fly, | 


I, 
Shortly this Priſon of my Clay 
Muſt be diſſolv'd and Fall ; 
Then, O my Soul, with Joy obey 
Thy heav'nly Father's Call! 
ur. 
We walk by Faith of Joys to come; 
Faith lives upon his Word ; 
But while the Body is our Home, 
We're abſent from the Lond. 
IV. 
'Tis pleaſant to believe thy Grace, 
But we had rather ſee 
We would be abſent from the Fleſh, 
And preſent, Lok b, with thee. 


XCIV. Common Metre. 
| The Chriftian ee to die. 


Drauz, may diſſolve my Body now, 
And bear my Spirit home; 
Why do my Minutes move fo flow, 
Nor my Salvation come ? 


With bear uly Weapons 1 have foughe - 
The Battles of the Logo, 
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Finiſh'd my Courſe and kept che Faith, 
And wait the ſure Reward. 
"It, er 
Go bath laid up in Heav'n for me 
A Crown which cannot fade; 
The right'ous Judge at that great Day, 
Shall place it on my Head. 


Nor hath the King of Grace decreed 
This Prize for me alone ; * 
But all that love, and long to ſee 
Th* Appearance 5 his Son. 


Gop is my ee Aid, 
And Hell ſhall rage in vain; 
To him be higheſt Glory paid, 
And endleſs Praiſe.— Amen. 


XCV. Long Metre. 
Gop the Feuntain of all Good. 
* 9 | 
Þ Arun, of Lights, we ſing thy Name, 
W ho kindleſt vp the Lamp of Day; 
Wide as he ſpreads his golden Flame, 
His Beams thy Pow'r and Love diſplay. 
Wis 1911 
Fountain of Good, from thee proceed 
The copious Drops of genial Rain z © ' 
Which thro*:the Hills and thro? the Meads, 
Revive the Graſs, ur ſwell the Grain. Sa 


Thro' the wide World "thy Bounties ſpread x 
Let Millions of our guilty Race, | 
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Tho' by thy daily Bounty fed, | 

Affront thy Law, and ſpurn thy Grace. 
IV, 


Not ſo may our forgetful Hearts 
O'erlook the Tokens of thy Care; 
But what thy lib'ral Hand imparts, 
Still own in Praiſe, ſtill afk in Pray'r. 
v. 

So ſhall our Suns more grateful ſhine, 
And Show'rs in ſweeter Drops ſhall fall; 
When all our Hearts and Lives are thine, 
And thou, our Gop, enjoy'd in all. 

ny V L 
May Chalsr our brighter Sun ariſe ; 
In plenteous Show*rs thy Spirit ſend 
Earth then ſhall grow a Paradiſe, 
And in the heav'nly Eden end. 


XCVI. Long Metre. 
The Bealitudes. 
3 


LesT are the humble Souls which ke 
Their Emptineſs and Poverty; 
Treaſures of Grace to them are giv'n, 
And Crowns of Joy laid up in Heav'n. 
1 har 


Bleſt are the Men of broken Heart, 
Who mourn for Sin with inward Smart; 
From the divine Compaſſion lows 
A healing Balm for all their Woes, 

II. 


Bleſt are the Meek, who ſtand afar 
From Rage and Paſſion, Noiſe and War; 
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Gop will ſecure their happy State, 

And plead their Cauſe againſt the Great. 
IV, | 

- Bleſt are the Souls which thirſt for Grace, 

Hunger and long for Righteouſneſs ; 

They ſhall be well ſupply'd and fed, 

With living Streams and living Bread. 


PAUSE, 


v. 
Bleſt are the Men whoſe Bowels move, 
And melt in Sympathy and Love; 
From Go their Father they obtain 
Like Sympathy and Love again, 

VI. 


Bleft are the Pure, whoſe Heart is clean 
From the defiling Pow'rs of Sin; 
With endleſs Pleaſure they ſhall ſee 
A Gov of ſpotleſs Purity. 
| vn. 

Bleſt are the Men of peaceful Life, 
Who quench the Coals of growing Strife; 
They ſhall be call'd the Heirs of Bliſs, 
The Sons of Gop, the Gop of Peace. 

7 SIT 125 
Bleſt are the Suff rers who: partake 
Of Pain and Shame for IESsUs' Sake; 
Their Souls ſhall triumph in the Loxo, 
Glory and Joy are. their Reward, 


HY M N XCVII. 323 


XCVII. Common Metre. 
Praiſe to Gop from all Creatures. 


= 
T HE Glories of my Maker Gop 
My joyful Voice ſhall ſing, 
And call the Nations to adote 
Their Former Fad: * King. 


Twas his right Hand that ſhap'd our Clay, 
And wrought this human Frame; 
But from his own immediate Breath 
Our nobler Spirits came. 
11, 


We bring our mortal Pow'rs to Gov, 


And worſhip with our Tongues ; 
We claim fome kindred with the Skies, 
And join th? BR Songs. 


Let grov'ling Beaſts pe ev'ry Shape, 
And Fowls of ev'ry Wing. 
And Rocks and Trees, and Fires and Seas, 
Their various Tuer bring. | 


Ye Planets, to his 33 nine, 
And Wheels of Nature roll; 

Praiſe him in your unweary'd Courſe 

Around the — . 


The Brightnefs of our 1 Maker's Name 
The wide Creation fills; 

And his unbounded Grandeur flies 

Beyond the heav'nly Hills. 
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XCVIII. Long Metre 
_ Salvation by divine Grace. 


: | L "7 

N W to the Pow'r of Gop ſupreme 

Be everlaſting Honours giv'n; 
He ſaves from Hell, (we bleſs his Name) | 
He calls our wand'ring Feet to Heav'n. 

II, 

Not for their Duties or Deſbrts, RMA: #1 
But of his own abounding Grace, 
He gave the Goſpel to Mankind, 


To form a People for his Praiſe. 
111, 


Jesvs, the '/Lowp, appears at laſt, | 
And makes his Father's Counſels known; 
Declares the great Tranſactions paſt, 
And brings immortal * down. 


He dies; and in that * dreadfull Night 
Did all the Pow'rs of Hell deſtroy ; 
Riſing he brought our Heav'n to Light, 


And took Poſſeſſion of the Joy. 


XCIX. As the exLvIn" Pſalm. 
The Names and T itles of Cn RIST. 


WW 1 chearful Voice I fing 
The Titles of my Logo, 
And borrow all the Names 
Of Honour from his Word : 
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Nature and Art 
Can neer ſupply 
Sufficient Forms 
Of Majeſty. 
IL, 
In Jesus we behold. 
His Father's glorious Face, 
Shining for ever bright 
With mild and lovely Rays: 
Th' eternal Gop's 
Beloved Son, 
Inherits and | 
Partakes the Throne. 
| 
The ſov'reign Kine of Kings, 
The Lox Þ of Lords moſt High, 
Writes his own Name upon 
His Garment and his Thigh : 
His Name is call'd 
The Word of Gop; 
He rules the Earth 
With Iron Rod. 
IV. 


Immenſe Compaſſion reigns 
In our Redeemer*s Heart, 
When he deſcends to act 
A Mediator's Part: 

He is a Friend, 
And Brother too; 
Divinely kind, 
Divinely true. 


At length the Loxp the Judge 

His awful Throne aſcends, 

And drives the Rebels far 

From Favourites and Friends : 
Then ſhall the Saints 
Completely prove 
The Heights and Depths 
Of all his Love. | 


* 


C. As the cxr viii“ Pſalm. 
The Offices of CHRIST. 


1. 


IO all the glorious Names 
Of Wiſdom, Love and Pow'r, 

That ever Mortals knew, | 
That Angels ever bore : 

All are too mean 

To ſpeak his Worth, 

Too mean to fet 

My Saviour forth. 

II, 

But, O, what gentle Terms, 
What condeſcending Ways, 
Doth our Redeemer uſe 
To teach his heav'nly Grace | 

My Eyes with Joy 

And Wonder ſee 

What Forms of Love 

He bears for me, 


* 
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III. 
Atray'd in mortal Fleſh 
He like an Angel ſtands, 
And holds the Promiſes 
And Pardons in his Hands : 
Commiſſion'd from 
His Father's Throne, 
To make his Grace 
. IV. 
Great Prophet of my Goo, 
My Tongue would bleſs thy Name; 
By thee the joyful News 
Of our Salvation came; 
The joyful News 
Of Sins forgiv'n, 
Of Hell ſubdu'd, 
And Peace with Heav'n. 


v. 
Now let my Soul ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down; 
My Captain leads me forth 
To Conqueſt and a Crown: 
A feeble Saint 
Shall win the Day, 
Tho' Death and Hell 
Obſtruct the Way. 


CI. Long Metre. 


Cnalisr the Sun of Righteouſneſs. 


1. 


T O thee, O Gon, we Homage pay, 
Source of the Light that rules the Day; 
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Who, while he gilds all Nature's Frame, 
Reflects thy Rays, ne ſpeaks thy Name.. 


In louder Strains we fin "S that Grace, 
Which gives the Sun of Righteouſneſs ; 
Whoſe nobler Light Salvation brings, 


And ſcatters Healing from his Wings. 
Of 


Still on our Hearts may I Esus ſhine. 
With Beams of Light and Love divine; 
Quickned by him our Souls ſhall live, 


And chear'd by him ſhall grow and thrive: 
IV. | 


O may his Glories ſtand confeſs'd 

From North to South, from Eaſt to Weſt ! 

Succeſsful may his Goſpel run, 
Wide as the Circuit of the Sun! 

| ht Lg 

When ſhall that radiant Scene ariſe, 

When, fix'd on high in purer Skies, 

CHRIsT all his Luſtre ſhall diſplay 

On all his Saints thro' endleſs Day? 


Cll. Long Metre. 
The Excellency of the Chriſtian Religion. 
. | | 


L* everlaſting Glories crown 

Thy Head, my Saviour and my Loxp; 
Thy Hands have brought Salvation down, 
- And writ the Bleſings in thy Word. 


What if we trace che Globe around, 
And ſearch from Britain to Japan; 
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There ſhall be no Religion found, 
So juſt: to Gov, lo, "ut Man. 


How well thy bleſſed Truths agree ! 

How wiſe and holy thy Com ands ! 

Thy Promiſes tir firs they be! 

How firm our Hope an” Comfort ſtands! | 


Not the feign'd F elde of heath*niſh Bliſs 
Could raife ſuch Pleaſure in the Mind; 
Nor does the Turkiſh Paradiſe 
Pretend” to Joys ſo. wo refin'd, 


Should all the Forms that Men deviſe 
Aſſault my Faith with'treach'rous Art, 
I'd call them Vanity and Lies. 


And bind the Goſpel to my Heart, 


cin. Common Metre. 
ane to 1 HRIST coming. 


H x the glad Sound! ! the e 

The Saviour promis'd long!” 4 

Let ev'ry Heart prepare a Throne, 
And ev'ry Voice a A205 


On him the Spirit laraply pour d 
Exerts its ſacred Fire; 

Wiſdom and Might, and Zeal and Love, 
His holy Breaſt _—_ 


He comes the Pris? ic to releaſe, 
In Satan's Bondage held; 
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The Gates of Brafs before him burſt, 
| The Iron Fetters * . 


He comes, from thickeſt F ums of Vice 
To clear the mental Ray; 

And on the Eye oppreſt with Night 
To pour celeſtial ng 


He comes, the Bs Heart to bind, 
The bleeding Soul to cure 

And with the Treaſures of his Grace, 
T' enrich the humble Poor. 

4 

Our glad Hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy Welcome ſhall proclaim: 1 

And Heav'ns eternal Arches ring 
With thy beloved Name, 


al V. Long Metre, 
The omg Ceript ures, 


HY 
Job, 8 in various Methods tal 
His Mind and Will to Saints of old, 
Sent his own Son with Truth and Grace, 
To teach us in theſe Jatter Days. 
| I. 
Our Nation reads the written Word, 
That Book of Life, that true Record; 
The bright Inheritance of Heav'n 


Is by this ſure Conveyance giv'n. 
1 III. 


Gov's kindeſt Thou hits are here expreſt, 
Able to make us wiſe and bleſt; 
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The Doctrines are divinely true, 
Fit fox Reproof and Comfort too. 


a, 
Ye Britiſh Iſles, who read his Love 
In fair Epiſtles from above; 
(He hath not ſent his ſacred Word 
To ev'ry Land) Praiſe ye the Logo. 


CV. Short Metre. 
Communion with Gop and CHRIST. 


L : 
ON heav'nly Father calls, 
And CHRIST invites us near; 
With both our Friendſhip ſhall be ſweet, 


And our Communion dear, 
n, 


Gop pities all my Griefs 3 
He pardons every Day; 

Almighty to protect my Soul, | 
And wiſe to guide my Way. 

In. 
Ho large his Bounties are 

What various Stores of Good 

Diffus'd from my Redeemer's Hand, 
And purchas'd ge his Blood! 


7 £808, my living Head, 
[| bleſs thy faithful Care 3 BAS 
My Advocate before the Throne, 


And my Forerunner there, 
V. 


Here fix my roving Heart, 
Here wait my warmeſt Love, 
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Till the Communion. be complete, 
In nobler Scenes above.. 
CVI. Long Metre, 
 CurisT the King of the inviſible World, 


8 | 
Hun. to the Prince of Life and Peace, 


Who holds the Keys of Death and Hell! 


The ſpacious World unſeen is his, 
And ſovereign Pow'r becomes him well. 
. I. 
In Shame and Torment once he dy'd 
But now he lives for evermore: 
Bow down, ye Saints, around his Seat; 
And, all ye Angel-Bands, adore. 

| 111, 
So ſhall he live a glorious Lok, 
To cruſh his Foes, and guard his Friends; 
While all his faichful Tribes rejoice, 
That his Dominion never. ends. 

Iv. 

Worthy his Hand to hold the Keys, 
Guided by Wiſdom and by Love; 
Worthy to rule o'er mortal Life, 
O'er Worlds below, and Worlds above. 


v. 
. When Death his Servants ſhall invade; 
When Pow'rs of Hell his Church annoy 3 
Control'd by him, their Rage ſhall help 
The Cauſe they labour'd to deſtroy. 

Iv. 
O may he reign a glorious King! 
Wide thro? the Earth his Name be known 


b 
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My longing Soul aſpires to ſing 
Sublimer Anthems near his Throne. 


— 


—— — — 
— - — — 
> - " 
G—_— 


—— — 


CVII. common Metre. 
0 race perfecled in Glory, 


T 
. 
1 


I. 
HCN rich thy Favours, Gop of Grace! 
How various and divine! 
Full as the Ocean they are pour'd, 
And bright as Heav'n they ſhine. 
11, 
He to eternal Glory calls, 
And leads the wond'rous Wa ay 
To his' own Palace, where he reigns 
In uncreated Day. 
III. 
Jesus, the Herald of his Love, 
Diſplays the radiant Prize, 
And ſhews a Heav'n of endleſs Bliſs 
To our admiring Eyes. 
| IV, 

He perfe&s what his Hand begins, 
And Stone on Stone he lays; 
Till firm and fair the Building riſe, 

A Temple to his Praiſe. 
v. 
The Songs of everlaſting Years 
That Mercy ſhall atrend, 
Which leads thro' Suff rings of an | Hour 
To Joys that never end, 
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CVIII. Common Metre, 
The final Happineſs of the Righteous, 


I. 
A Trzzxp my Ear, my Heart rejoice ; 
While Jzsvs from his Throne, 
Amidft the bright angelic Hoſts, 


Makes his laſt Sentence known, 
11, | 


When Sinners, baniſh'd from his Face, 
To raging Flames are driv'n, 
His Voice, with Melody divine, 
Thus calls his Saints to Heav'n. 
| 111, 
«© Bleſt of my Father, all draw near, 
« Receive the large Reward; 
And riſe with Triumph to poſſeſs 
« The Kingdom Love prepar'd. 
Iv 


„ Exe Earth's Foundations firſt were laid, 


© This ſov'reign Purpoſe wrought, 
«© And rear'd thoſe Palaces divine 
&« To which you now are brought. 
115 v. 
«« There ſhall you reign unnumber'd Years, 
e Protected by my Pow'r ; 


„While Sin and Hell, and Pains and Cares, 


Shall vex your Souls no more.“ 
| VI, 
May CHRIST our glorious Saviour come, 
This Jubilee proclaim, 
And teach us Accents fit to praiſe 
So great, ſo dear a Name. 
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CIX. Common Metre. 
Heaven A and boly. 


NOR Eye hath * nor Ear hath heard, 
Nor Senſe, nor Reaſon known, 
What Joys the Father hath prepar'd 
For thoſe who love his Son. 
II, 
But the good Spirit of the Lox o 
Reveals a Heav'n to come; 
The Beams of Glory in his Word, 
Allure and guide us Home. 
II. 
Pure are the Joys above the Sky, 
And all the Region Peace; 
No wanton Lip, nor envious Eye 
Can fee or taſte the Bliſs, 
Iv. 
Thoſe holy Gates for ever bar 
Pollution, Sin and Shame; 
None ſhall obtain Admittance there 
But Followers of the Lamb. 
v. 
He keeps the Father's Book of Life, 
There all their Names are found; 
The Hypocrite in vain ſhall ſtrive 
To tread the heav*nly Ground. 


CX. Long Metre. 
The DIY Sabbath. 


2 HY earthly Sabbaths, Lon, we love, 
But chere 8 a nobler Reſt above: 3 c 


— 
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To that our lab'ring Souls aſpire 

With ardent Pangs of ftrong Deſire. 
11. 

No more Fatigue, no more Diſtreſs ; 

Nor Sin nor Hell ſhall reach the Place; 

No Grones to,mingle with the Songs, 

Which warble from immortal Tongues. 
W | 

No rude Alarms of raging Foes; 

No Cares to break the long Repoſe; 

No midnight Shade, no clouded Sun, 


But ſacred, high, eternal Noon. 
Iv. 


O long expected Day, begin; 

Dawn on theſe Realms of Woe and Sin ! 
Fain would we leave this weary Road, 
And ſleep in Death, to reſt with Goh. 


CXI. Long Metre. 
The Diſſolution of the preſent World. 


I, 
Y waken'd Soul, extend thy Wings 
Beyond the Verge of mortal Things ; 
See this vain World in Smoke decay, 
And Rocks and Mountains melt away. 
30.” h 
Behold the fiery Deluge roll 
Thro' Heav*n's wide Arch from Pole to Pole; 
Pale Sun, no more thy Luſtre boaſt ; 
_ Tremble and fall, ye ſtarry Holſt ! 


3 -. th 5 
This Wreck of Nature all around. 
The Angel's Shout, the Trumpet's Sound, 


o 


Loud 
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Loud the deſcending Judge proclaim, 
And echo his tremendous Name. 

IV, 
Children of Adam, all appear 
With Rev*:ence round his awful Bar; 
For, as his Lips pronounce, ye go 
To endleſs Bliſs or 5 2855 Woe. 


LorD, to my Eyes this Scene diſplay, 
Frequent thro” each revolving Day, 
And let thy Grace my Soul prepare 
To meet its full Redemprion there ! 


CXII. Coltimaiin Metre. 
CurisT's Regard to little Children. 


1 
EE Iſrael's gentle Shepherd ſtand, 
With all engaging Charms; 
Hark, how he calls his tender Lambs, 
And folds them in his Arms 
u. 
« Permit them to approach,“ he cries, 
Nor ſcorn their humble Name; 
« Tt was to bleſs ſuch Souls as theſe, 
« The Lorp of Angels came.“ 
veg! © IM Fer 1 
We bring them, Logo, in thankful! lands, 
And yield them up to thee; 
Joyful that we ourſelves are thine, 
Thine let our Satis be. 


ve tle Flock, with . 
Ye Children, leek his Face; 


. 
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And fly with Tranſports to receive 
The Bleſſings of his. Grace, 


v. 

If Orphans they are left behind, 
Thy guardian Care we truſt; 

That Care ſhall heal our bleeding Hearts, 
If weeping o'er their Duſt. 


CXIII. As the CXLv111” Pſalm, 
The Reſurrefion of CHRIS r. 
1 
* E S, the Redeemer roſe, 
The Saviour left the Dead; 
And o'er our helliſh Foes 
High rais'd his conquering Head. 
In wild diſmay 
The Guards around 
Fell to. the Ground, 
And ſunk away. 
11, 
Lo, the Angelic Bands 
In full Aſſembly meet, 
To wait his high Commands, 
And worſhip at his Feet : 
Joyful they come, 
And wing their Way 
From Realms of Day 
To ſuch a Tomb: 
11, 
Then back to Heav'n they fly, 
And the glad IT idings bear; 
Hark, as they ſoar on high 
What Muſic fills the Air! 
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Their Anthems ſay, 
« Tesvs who bled 
« Hath left the Dead; 
«© He roſe To-day.” 
BP, 
Ye Morals, catch the Sound, 
Preſerv'd by him from Hell; 
And ſend the Tidings: round 
The Globe on which you dwell : 
Tranſported cry, 
« Jxgsus who bled 
« Hath left the Dead, 
«© No more to die.” 
v. 
All hail, triumphant King ! 
Thou riſing, reigning Loap, 
Who ſav'ſt us by thy Life, 
Wide be thy Name ador'd : 
With thee we riſe, 
With thee we reign, 
And Empire gain 
Beyond the Skies, 


CXIV. Short Metre. 

CRRIS IT Cruciſted. 
3 

BEnoro, th* amazing Sight, 

The Saviour lifted high ! 


Behold, the Son of Gop's Delight 
Expire i in Agony 


For whom; for whom, my Heart, 
Were all theſe Sorrows born? 


Q 2 
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Why did he feel that piercing e 
And meet that various Scorn? 

„ . 
For Love of vs he bled, 
And all in Torture dy'd; 

*T was Love that bond his fainting Head, 

And op'd his guſhing Side. 


I fee, and 1 N Ly 
In Sympathy of Love; 

I feel the ſtrong attractive Pow'r, 
To lift my Soul above. 


v. | 
Drawn by ſuch Cords as theſe, 
Let all the Earth combine, 
With chearful Ardor to confeſs 
The Energy divine. 


VI. 
In thee our Hearts unite, 
Nor ſhare thy Griefs alone ; 
But from thy Croſs purſue their Flight 
To thy triumphant Throne. 


CV. Short Metre. 
The Birth of CHRIST. 
K | 


PEzoLy, the Grace. appe ears, 

| The Promiſe is fulfill'd; 

Maxx the wondrous Virgin bears, 
And Jesvs is the * 


T he Lok o, the his gheſt Gop, 
*Eails him his only ws ; 
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He bids him rule the Lands abroad, 

And gives him David's Throne. 

| In. 5 

To bring the glorious News, 

A heav'nly Form appears; WS I 
He tells rhe Shepherds of their Joys, ho 

And baniſhes their Fears. | 

-IV, 

« Go humble Swains,”” ſaid he, 

« To David's City fly; 

The promis'd Infant born to-day, 
„ Doth in a Wage RE, 


«© With Looks al Hearts ſerene. 
Go viſit Cuxisr your King 3* * 
And ſtraight a flaming Troop was ſeen, | 
The Shepherds heard them Os: 

vi. 
« Glory to Gop on high, 
« And heav'nly Peace on Earth, 
« Good-will ro Men, to Angels Joy, 4 
“At the Redeemer's Birth. 
3 
In Worſhip ſo divine 
Let Saints employ their Tongues; 
With the celeſtial Hoſt we join, 
And loud repeat their Songs. 


| CXVI. Short Metre. 
The Bleſſedneſs of Goſpel Times. 
1. 15 
OW beauteous are their Feet 
Who ſtand on Zion's Hill; | 
Wn Q 3 | 
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Who bring Salvation on their Tongues, 
And Words of Peace reveal! 
II. 
How charming is their Voice! 
How ſweet the Tidings are! 
« Zion, behold thy Saviour King, 
He reigns and triumphs here.“ 
III. 
How happy are our Ears, 
That hear this joyful Sound; 
Which Kings and Prophets waited for, 
And ſought, but never found! 
IV, | 
How, bleſſed are our Eyes, 
That ſee this heay'nly Light ! 
Fropheys and Kings deſir'd it long, 
ut dy'd without the Sight. 


v. ; 
Our Gov makes bare his Arm 
To ſpread his ſacred Word; 
Let ev*ry ation now beheld BL 
Their Saviour and: their Log, 


CXVII. Short Mexre, 
Salvation by Grace. 


(34cm tis a charming Sound! 
 Harmonious to, my Ear! 
Heav'n with the Echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the Earth ſhall hear. | 
II, _ 
Grace firft contriv'd a Way | 
To ſave rebellious Man, +110 has 
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And all the Steps that Grace diſplay, 
Which drew the wondrous Plan, 
_ 
Grace taught my wand'ring Feet 
To tread the heav'nly Road; 
And new. Supplies each Hour I meet, 
While preſſing on to G op, 
IV 


Grace all the Work ſhall crown, 
Thro' everlaſting Days; : 

It lays in Heav'n the topmoſt Stone, 
And well deſerves the Praiſe. 


CXVIII. Long Metre, 
A Viſion 4 the Lamb. 


AE L mortal Vanities be gone, 
Nor tempt my Eyes, nor tire my Ears 
Bchold, amidſt the eternal Throne, 
A Viſion of the Lamb 1 5 
8 
Lo, he receives a ſealed Book 
From him that ſits upon the Throne; 
Jesus, my Loxo, prevails to look 


On dark Decrees and Things unknown. 
111, 


The Joy, the Shout, the Harmony, 

Flies o'er the everlaſting Hills, 

« Worthy art thou alone (they cry) 

Jo read the Book, to looſe the Seals.“ 
Iv. | 

Our Voices join the heav'nly Strain, 

And with tranſporting Pleaſure ſing, 


Q 4 
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« Worthy the Lamb that once was ſlain, 
To be our Teacher and our King. 

| v. | 
„ Worthy for ever is the Los, 
That dy'd for Treaſons not his own, 
«« By ev'ry Tongue to be ador'd, 
« And lit upon his Father's Throne.” 


CXIX. Common Metre. 


Hope of Heaven by the Reſurreftion of CRI. 


I, 
Bier be the everlaſting Gov, 
The Father of our LORD; 
Be his abounding Mercy prais'd, 

His Majeſty ador'd. 

I 


When from the Dead be rais'd his Son, 
And call'd him to the Sky, 
He gave our Souls a lively Hope 


That they ſhould never die. 
II. 


Tho' for aboliſhing of Sin, 

Our Fleſh muſt turn to Duſt, 
Yet as the Lok our Saviour roſe, 

So all his Followers muſt. 

3 5 IV. 

There's an Inheritance divine 
Reſerv'd againſt that Day, 
Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd, 


And cannot waſte away. 
| v 


Saints by the Pow'r of Gov are kept 
Till the Salvation come ; 
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We walk by Faith as Strangers here, 
Till Caz1sT ſhall call us Home. 


CXX. Common Metre. 
Saints glorified. 


I. 
T Bn: glorious Minds, how bright they 
Whence all their white Aray ? | [ſhine! 
How came they to the happy Seats _ 
Of everlaſting Day ? 
tt, 
Patient they ſuffer'd for the Lok o, 
And did the Will of Gop; 
Thus they ſecur'd their Maker's Love, 
And gain'd this bleſt Abode. 
11, 
Now they approach a ſpotleſs Gop, 
And bow before his Throne ; 
Their warbling Harps, and ſacred Songs, 


Adore the holy One. 
IV. 


The unveil'd Glories of his Face 
A mong(t his Saints reſide ; 

While the rich Treaſure of his Grace 
Sees all their Wen ſupply'd. 


Tormenting Thirſt ſhall leave their Souls, 
And Hunger flee as faſt 

The Fruit of Life's immortal Tree 
Shall be cheir _ an. 


The Lamb ſhall lead his heav*nly Flock 
Where living Fountains riſe; 


. 
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And Love divine ſhall wipe away 
The Sarrows of their Eyes. 


CXXI. Long Metre. 


Cus IST our High Prieſt and Ring; and bis 
coming to Judgment. 


I, 
OW to the Lon p that makes us know 
The Wonders of his dying Love, 
Be humble Honours paid below, 


And Strains of nobler Praite above. 
I, 
*T was he that cleans'd our fouleſt Sins, 
And waſh'd us in his richeſt Blood; 
*T'is he that makes'us Kings and Prieſts, 
And brings us Rebels near to God. 
m.. 
To Jzsvs our moſt gracious Prieſt, 
To Jesus our ſuperior 52 5 
Be everlaſting Pow'r confeſt, 
And ev*ry Tongue his Glory ſing. 
Iv 


Behold, on flying Clouds he comes, 
And ev'ry Eye ſhall fee him move; 
The diſobedient World ſhall mourn, 
While good Men triumph in his Love. 


CX XII. Short Metre, 
| waa 


| Bkkord, what — Grace 
The Father hath beſtow'd 

On Sianers of a mortal Race, 

To call them Sons of Go 
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1M 
Nor doth it yet appear 
Ho great we mult be made: 
But when we ſee our Saviour here, 


We ſhall be like our Head. 
M0 


A Hope ſo much divine 
May Trials well endure ; 
May purify our Souls from Sin, 


As CukisT the Loxp is pure. 
Iv. 


Why then ſhould Chriſtians lie 
Like Slaves beneath the Throne? 

Our Faith ſhall “ heav*nly Father“ cry, 
And Gop the Kindred own. 


CX XIII. Common Metre. 
Invitation to the Lorp*s Table. 


"th 
HE King of Heav'n his Table ſpreads, 
And Dainties crown the Board, 
Not Paradiſe with all its Joys 
Could ſuch Delight afford. : 
II. 
Pardon and Peace to dying Men, 
And endleſs Life are giv'n; 
And the rich Blood which Jesvs ſhed, 
To raiſe the Soul to Heav'n. 
| II, 
Millions of Souls in Glory now, 
Were fed and feaſted here, 
And Millions more, till on the Way, 
Around the Board appear, * 
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IV. | 
. Yet is his Houſe and Heart fo large 
That Millions more may come; 
Nor could the wide aſſembling World 
O'erfill the ſpacious Room. 
v. 
All Things are ready, come away, 
Nor weak Excuſes frame; 
Crowd to your Places at the Feaſt, 
And bleſs the Founder's Name. 


CXXIV. Long Metre. 
In Remembrance of CHRIST. 


I, 
6 Þ, 47. Drink, in Mem'ry of your Friend ,” 3 
An eaſy Taſk, enjoins our Lox o; 
Who Death and Tortures bore, that we D 
Might be to endleſs Bliſs reſtor'd. 
- II, 
Yes, we'll record thy matchleſs Love, Is 
Thou deareſt tendereſt beſt of Friends; 
Thy dying Love the nobleſt Praiſe - D 


Of long Eternity tranſcends. 
III. 


Tis Pleaſure more than Earth can give V 
Thy Beauties thro? theſe Veils to ſee ; 


Thy Table Food celeſtial yields, 
And happy they who ſit with thee. 
Iv. 


But O what vaſt tranſporting Joys 
Shall ſwell our Breaſts, our Tongues inſpire, 
When we his ſweet majeſtic Form, H 


With proſtrate Cherubs ſhall admire ! 
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a v. 

When theſe vile Bodies all refin'd, 
Perfect and glorious as his own, 
Unwearied ſhall our Minds obey, 

And join to make his Favours known. A. 


CXXV. Common Metre, 
Love to CHRIST, 


I, 
18 not I love thee, O my Logp ? 
Behold my Heart and ſee ; 
And turn each curſed Idol out 


That dares to rival thee. 
II. 


Do not I love thee from my Soul? 
Then let me nothing love; 
Dead be my Heart to ev'ry Joy 
When Jesus cannot move. 
| In. 
Is not thy Name melodious ſtill 
To my attentive. Ear ? 
Doth not each Pulſe with Pleaſure bound, 
My Saviour's Voice to hear? 
Iv. 
Would not my ardent Spirit vie 
With Angels round the Throne, 
To execute thy ſacred Will, 
And make thy * known ? 


Would not my 8 pour forth its Blood 
In Honour of thy Name; 
And challenge the cold Hand of Death 
To damp th* immortal Flame? 
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vi. 
Thou know'ſt I love thee, deareſt LORD ; ; 
And O !] long to ſoar 
Far from the Sphere of mortal Joys, 
And learn to love thee more 


CXXVI. Common Metre. 
The Love of Gop in the Gift of his Son. 


l. 
AN D are we now brought near to God, 
X Who once at Diſtance ſtood ? 
And to effect this glorious Change, 
Did Jesvs ſhed his Blood? 
II, - 
O for a Song of ardent Praiſe, 
To bear our Souls above 
What ſhould allay our lively Hope, 
Or damp our flaming Love ? 
111, 
Draw us, O Loxo, with quickning Grace, 
And bring us yet more near 
Here may we fee thy Glories ſhine, 
And taſte thy Rs here. 


O may that Love which ſpread thy Board, 
Diſpoſe us for the Feaſt! 

May Faith behold a ſmiling Gop, 

Thro' Jesus* * Breaſt. 


Fir'd with the View = Souls ſhall riſe 
In ſuch a Scene as this, 
And view the happy Moment near 


That ſhall complete our Bliſs. 
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CXXVII, Common Metre. 
Cononngiating a crucified Redzemer. 


I. | - 
| | Ba back, my Soul, again regard 
The Wonders of the Feaſt ; 
The ſtrange Proviſions here prepar'd, 
Thyſelf as * a Gueſt. 


Haſt thou not here thy Saviour view'd, 
Nail'd to the curſed Tree? 
In dying Pangs with Blood imbru'd, 
And ſuffering all for thee? 
II. 
Shall I the fad Event review, 
And no Commotion feel? 
No, here my Soul thy-Grief renew, 
And kindle holy Zeal. 
Iv. 


Look and relent, with hearty Grief 
Thy crimſon Sins deplore; 

For all thy Wounds here fetch Relicf, 
But wilful ſin no more, 


CXXVIII. Long Metre. 


The Sufferings and Death of CHRIST 
thankfully remembered, 


I, 
Orbe may tell of famous Things 
Done by their Heroes and their Kings; 
The Loxrp. we ſerve, them all exceeds 


For mighty Suff rings, mighty Deeds, 
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1 

The Tele he hath undergone, 

The glorious Triumphs he hath won, 

Armies of wondring Angels . cauſe 

Jo fill the Heav'ns with loud Applauſe. 
| III. | 

Deep in our Breaſt let us record 

The Story of dur dying Log p; 

As we his kind Memorials view, 


Our Wonder and our Songs renew. 
Iv. 


Prevent me, O almighty Grace! 
Nor let me ter fo treach*rous prove 
To crucify my Lord afreſh, 
And-render Hate for all his Love. 


CXXIX. Long Metre. | 
The ns Supper. 


AN D will thy Table, Lox, be ſpread ? 


And will thy Cup with Love o'erflow? 


Thither be all thy Children led, 
And let them all its Sweetneſs know. 


II. | 
Hail, ſacred Feaſt, which Jzsvs makes, 
Memorial of his Fleſh and Blood!“ 
Thrice happy he, who. here partakes 
That ſacred Stream, that heav*nly Food! 
in. 

Why are ſuch Bleſſings all in vain 
Before unwilling Hearts difplay'd ? 
Was not for you the Victim ſlain ? 
Are you forbid the Childrens Bread ? 


/ 
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Iv. 
O let thy Table honour'd be, 
And furniſh'd well with joyful Gueſts ; 
And may each Soul Salvation iee, 
That here its ſacred * taſtes ! 


Let Crouds approach "ich Hearts. prepar'd; 
With Hearts inflam'd let all attend; 
Nor, when we leave our Father's Board, 
The Pleaſure or the Profit end. 
VI. 
Revive thy dying Churches, Logp, 
And bid our drooping Graces live 
And more that Energy afford, 
Which Right'ouſneſs and Joy will give. 


CXXX. Common Metre. 
Children devoted to Go b. 


T Hvs faith the Mercy of the "BY 
„ I'll be a Goo to thee 3 
« [11 bleſs thy num'rous Race, and they 


„ Shall be a Seed for me.“ 
II. 


Abra'm believ'd the promis'd Grace, 
And gave his Son to Gop ; 
But Water ſeals the Bleſſing now, 


That once was ſeal'd with Blood, 
. 


This Lydia ſanctify'd her Houſe, 
When ſhe receiv'd the Word; 

Thus the believing Jaylor gave 
His Houſhold to the Logo, 
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IV. 
Thus later Saints, eternal King! 
Thy ancient Truth embrace; 
To thee their Infant-Offspring bring, 
And humbly claim the Grace. 


CXXXI. Common Metre. 


CurisT*s Compeſſion to the Weak and Tempted, 


IL « 

WW 1s Joy oy we meditate the Grace 
Of our High Prieſt above 

His Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 


His Bowels melt with Love. 
n. 


Touch'd with a 8 mpathy within, 
He knows our feeble Frame; 
He knows what fore Temprations mean, 
For he has felt the ſame. 
. BL, 
But ſpotleſs, innocent and pure, 
The great Redeemer ftood, 
While Satan's fiery Darts he bore, 
And did reſiſt to Blood. 


Iv. 

He in the Days of feeble Fleſh 
Pour'd out his Cries and Tears 

And in his Meaſure feels afreſh 
What ev'ry Member bears. 


v. 

He'll never quench the ſmoking Flax, 
But raiſe it to a Flame; 

The bruiſed Reed he never breaks, 


Nor ſcorns the meaneſt Name. 


— 
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VI. 
Then let our humble Faith addreſs - 
His Mercy and his Pow'r; 
We ſhall obtain deliv*ring Grace 
In the diſtreſſing Hour. 


CXXXII. Long Metre. 
Love eſſential to the Chriſtian Character. 


4 
O Gov, my Saviour and my King, 
Of all J have or hope the Spring; * 
Send down thy Spirit from above, 
And warm my ben with holy Love. 


May I from ev'ry Act abſtain 
That hurts or gives my Neighbour Pain g 
And ev'ry ſecret Wiſh ſuppreſs, 
That would abridge his Happineſs. 
III. 
Still may I feel my Heart inclin'd, 
To act the Friend to all Mankind; 
Still wiſh them Safety, Health, and Eaſe, 
Wealth, Fame, eternal Life, and Peace. 
IV. 
Still let my Bowels melt and flow 
When I behald a Wretch in Woe; 
And in his Sorrows bear a Part 
With ev'ry one of * Heart. 


And ſhould my Neighbour ſpiteful prove, 
Still let me vanquiſh Spite with Love; 
Slow to reſent tho? he ſhould grieve, 

But apt and ready to forgive, 
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Let 
An 


Thus may 1 CarisT's Diſciple prove, 


VI, 
Love in all my Conduct ſhine, 
Image faint, tho'-fair, of thine ; 


Who came to manifeſt thy Love. 


I charge my Soul to Jove the Saints, | 


CXXXIII. Long Metre, 
+ Love and Haired. 
I. 


OW, by the Bowels of my Lond, 
His ſharp Diſtreſs, his fore Complaints, 
By his laſt Grones, his dying Blood, 


I. 


88 and Wrath, and War be gone, 
Envy and Spite for ever ceaſe ; 


Let bitter Words no more be known 


Amongſt the Saints, the Sons of Peace. 


The Spirit like a 


III. 
aceful Dove 


Flies from the Realms of Noiſe and Strife; 
Why ſhould we vex and grieve his Love, 
Who ſeals our Souls to heav'nly Life? 


 \ 


- Tender and kind be all our Thoughts, 

Thro' all our Lives let Mercy run; 
So Gop forgives our num'rous Faults, 
Of his own Grace, in CHRIST his Son. 


B 


CXXXIV. Common Metre. 
The e of CHRIST. 


LzsT Morning, bock young dawning 


Beheld our riſing Loo; 


ons 
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That ſaw him triumph o'er the Duſt, 
And leave his dark Abode. 
II, 
In the cold Priſon of à Tomb 
The dead Redtemer lay, 
Till the revolving Skies had brought 
The third, th* appointed Day. 
III. 
Hell and the Grave unite their Force 
Jo hold our Head in vain; 
The ſl:eping Conqueror arole, 
And burit their freble Chain. 
Iv. 
To thy great e O b'efſed Lonp, 
We ſacred ilonours pay, 
And loud Hofannas (hall proclaim 
The Triumphs of _ Day. 


Salvation, and 1 Praiſe 
To our victorious King; 

Let Hcav'n and Earth, and Rocks and Seas, 
With glad Hoſannas ring, 


CXXXV. Common Metre. 
The Aſcenſion¶ of CHRIST. 


I, 
Hau to the Prince of Light, 

That cloth'd himſelf in Clay; 
Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death, 

And tore the Bars away. 
II, 

Death is no more the King of Dread, 
Since our Redeemer role ; 


a 


———— 


— 
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He took the Tyrant's Sting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh Foes. 


II, 
See how the Conqu'ror mounts aloft, 
And to his Father flies, 
With Scars of Honour in his Fleſh, 
And Triumph in his Eyes! 
iv 


There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And ſcatters Bleſſings down; 
Our Jesvs fills a glorious Seat, 


In his great Father's Throne. 
v. 


Raiſe your Thankſgivings, mortal Toagner, 


For endleſs Life reſtor'd ; 
Sweet be the Accents of your Songs 


To our exalted LorD. 
VI, 


Bright Angels, ſtrike your loudeſt Strings, 
Your ſweeteſt Voices raiſe ; 

Let Heav'n and all created Things 
Sound our Redeemer's Praiſe. 


CXXXVI. Long. Metre. 
The * Warfare. 


Creep n, up, my Soul, ſhake off thy Fears, 
And gird the Goſpel Armour on 
March to the Gates of endleſs Joy, 

Where thy great n Saviour's gone. 


What, tho' thy W Luſts rebel. 


*Tis but a ſtruggling Gaſp for Life; 


x. 


OY 
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The Weapons of victorious Grace 
Shall ſlay thy Sins, 12 end the Strife. 


Then let my Soul * boldly on, 

Preſs forward to the heav'nly Gate; 

There Peace and Joy eternal reign, | 
And glitt'ring Robes * Conqu' rors. wait, 


There ſhall I wear a * Crown, 
And triumph in almighty Grace; 
While all the Armies of the Skies ; 


Join in my glorious Leader's Praiſe. 


CXXXVII. Short Metre. 
Grace and Peace by Jzsus CaRistT, 


. 
ä RA your triumphant Songs 
To an immortal Tune, 
Let the wide Earth reſound the Deeds 
Celeſtial Grace hath. done, 
II. 
Sing how eternal Love 
Its chief Beloved choſe; 
And bid him raiſe our wretched Race 
From their Abyſs of Woes, | 
II. 
His Hand no Thunder bears, 
Nor Terror clothes his Brow; 
No Bolts to drive our guilty Souls 
To fiercer Flames below. 
Iv. 
*T was Mercy fill'd the Throne, 
And Wrath ſtood ſilent by, 
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When Cnr1sT was ſent with Pardons down 
To Rebels doom'd to die. 
\ | 
Now, Sinners, dry your Tears 
Let hopeleſs Sorrow ceaſe; 
Bow to the Scepter of his Love, 
And take the offer'd Peace. 
VI. 


LorD, we obey thy Call; 

We lay an humble Claim 
To the Salvation thou haſt brought, 

And love and praiſe thy Name. 


CXXXVIII. Short Metre. 
Triumph over Death in Hope of the Reſurrefion, 
5 1 
ND muſt this Body die? 


A This mortal Frame decay? 
And muſt theſe active Limbs of mine 
Lie mold'ring in the Clay? 
£0 
Corruption, Earth and Worms, 
Shall but refine this Fleſh, 
Till my triumphant Spirit comes 


To put it on afreſh. 
u.. 


Cur1sT, my Redeemer, lives, 
And often from the Skies 

Looks down, and watches all my Daft, 
Till he ſhall bid it riſe 


IV, 
Aray*d in glorious Grace, 
Shall theſe vile Bodies ſhine, 


And 


HY MN CXXXIX. 362 
And ev*ry Shape and ev'ry Face | 


Look heav'nly and divine. 
v. 


Theſe lively Hopes we owe 
To Gov's amazing Love; 
We would adore his Grace below, 


And ſing his Pow'r above. 
Ph, 


Great Gop, accept the Praiſe 
Of theſe our humble Songs, 

Till Tunes of nobler Sound we raiſe 
With our immortal Tongues. 


CXXXIX. Common Metre. 
The Saints Conflict and Reward, 


I. 

TY Realms of everlaſting Light 

The Saints triumphant reign, . 

A Crown of Life rewards their Toil, 
And Bliſs ſucceeds their Pain. 

u. 

Whilſt trav'lling thro? this thorny Vale, 
With Sorrows compaſs'd round, 

What painful Conflicts they endur'd ! 
What ſore Diſtreſs ty found ! 


But dangerous Scenes ks ne'er affright, - 
Nor Pleaſures tempt aſtray z | 
Reſolv'd and chearful they walk'd on 


In their appointed IP. 


Faithful and patient they maintain'd 
A long laborious — 
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Till Death diſmiſs'd their ſtroggling Souls 
F. 


To Joys of endleſs Life. 


CXL. Common Metre. 
CHRIST the Bread of Life. 


I, 
E T us adore the gracious Word, 
*Tis he our Soul has fed; 
Thou art our living Stream, O Lorp ! 
And thou th' immortal Bread! 
u. 
The Manna came from lower Skies, 
But Jesvs from above, 
Where the freſh Springs of Pleaſure riſe, 


And Rivers flow with Love, 
II. 


The Jews, the Fathers, dy'd at Laft, | 
Who eat that heav'nly Bread; 
But theſe Provifions which we taſte 


Can raiſe us from the Dead. 
IV. 


Our Souls ſhall draw their heav'nly Breath, 
Whilſt Jesvs finds Supplies; 

Nor ſhall our Graces fink to Death, 
For J Esus never dies, 


CXLI. Common Metre. 
—— Agonies 4 C: HRIST. 


Now * our Pais be al forgot, 
Our Hearts no more repine; 
Our Suff "rings are not worth a Thought, 
When, Loxp, compar'd with thine. 


In 
Ex 


Ol 
Ye 
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I: 
In lively Figures here we ſee 
The bleeding Prince of Love; 
Each of us ſay, He dy'd for me,” 
And then our Griefs remove. 
III. 
Wiſdom and Grace united wrought . 
1he Wonders of that Day; \ 
No mortal Tongue nor mortal Thought 
Can equal Thanks repay. 
Iv. 
Our Hymns ſhould ſound like thoſe above, 
Could we our Voices raiſe ; 
Yet, Lokb, our Hearts ſhall all be Love, 
And all our Lives be Praiſe. 


CXLII. Long Metre. | 
The Compaſſion cf our dying LoR D. 


83 

00 R Spirits join t' adore the Lamb; 
O that our feeble Lips could move 

In Strains exalted as his Name, 

And melting as his dying Love! 


Was ever equal Pity "found? 
The Prince of Heav*n reſigns his Breath, 
And pours his Life out on the Ground, 
To ſave us from eternal Death. 
| III. 
In vain our mortal Voices ſtrive 
To ſpeak Compaſſion ſo divine; 
Had we a thouſand Lives to give, 
A thouſand Lives ſhould all be thine, 
R 2 


364 HY MN CXLIIM, CXLIV. 


CXLIII. Long Metre. | W. 
Crucifixion ta the World, by the Croſs of CHRIS r. Fre 
| . wt | 
Hen I ſurvey the wondrous Croſs Fo 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, i 7 
My richeſt Gain I count but Loſs, A | 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. n 
0 II. | 
Forbid it, Heav'n, that I ſhould boaſt, 14 
Save in this Love of Gop's own Son; He 
All the vain Things that charm me moſt, An 
I'll freely yield as he has done. a 
With 
See from his Head, bis Hands, his Feet, hy 
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down ! . The 
Did Cer ſuch Love and Sorrow meet? | 
Or Thorns compoſe ſo rich a Crown? GW: 
| | np 
Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, He 
That were a Preſent far too ſmall ; 4 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my Soul, my Lite, my All To 
CXLIV. Long Metre. I - 
Glorying in the Croſs of CurisT. ; 
I. 
A T thy Command, our deareſt Lozv, Th 
Here we attend thy dying Feaſt ; 1 
The Bread thy broken Body ſhows, My 
The Wine thy Blood ſhed for each Gueft. 8 
| u. 
Our Faith adores thy bleeding Love, Se 


And truſts for Life in one that dy'd; 


3 


0 
& / 
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We hope for heav*nly Crowns above, 


From a Reder crucify'd. 
11. 


Let che vain World pronounce it Shame, 
And fling their Scandals on thy Cauſe; 
We come ta boaſt our Saviour's Name, 


And make our Triumphs in his Croſs. 
Iv. 


With Joy we tell the ſcoffing Age, 

He that was dead hath left his Tomb; 
He lives above their utmoſt Rage, 

And we are waiting till he come. 


| CXLV. Common Metre, 
. The New Covenant in the Blood of CHRIST. 


6 F HE Promiſe of my Father's Love 
« Shall ſtand for ever good,“ 
He ſaid, and gave his Soul to Death, 


And ſeal'd the Grace with Blood. 
II. 


To this dear Cov'nant of thy Word 
I ſet my worthleſs Name; 

I ſeal th' Engagement to my Loxo, 
And make my humble Claim, 

III. 

ThyLight, and Strength, and ins Gre, 
And: Glory ſhall be mine; 
My Life and Soul, niy Heart and Fleſh, 


And all my Pow'rs be thine, 
Iv. 


Sweet is the Mem'ry of his Name, 
Who ſhow'd Men ſuch Good-will, 


* 
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And of this Cov'nant of his Love, 
Made his own Life the Seal. 


CXLVI. Long Metre. 
The Ge/pel Feaſt. 


I, 
pow rich are thy Proviſions, Lord; 
Thy Table furniſh'd from above 
The Fruits of Life o'erſpread the Board, 


The Cup o'erflows with heav'nly Love! 


u. 
Thy ancient Family the Jews, 
Were firſt invited to the Feaſt; 
We humbly take what they refuſe, 


And Gentiles thy Salvation taſte. 


III 
From the Highway that leads to Hell, 
From Paths of Darkneſs and Deſpair, | 
Lokp, we are come with thee ta dwell, 
Glad to enjoy thy aan here, 


What ſhall we pay thy only Son, 
Who left the Heav'n of his Abode; 


And to this wretched Earth came down, 


To bring the Wand'rers back to Go ? 
v. 

Our . Love is due 

To him, whole Death redeem'd the Loſt, 

Who pity'd Rebels, when he knew 

The vaſt Expence his Love would coſt. 


. 
A 
I 
E 
7 
f 
1 


M_ 0. ww OJ e 


HI MN CXLVIIL 367 


CXLVII Long Metre. 
The Memoritl of our abſem Lo x p. 


T, 
1 is gone above the Skies, 
Where our weak Senſes reach him not; 
And carnal Objects court our Eyes, 
To thruſt our Saviour from our Thought, 
n. 
He knows what wandring Hearts we have, 
Apt to forget his wondrous Grace; 
And therefore theſe Memorials gave, 
Till we aſcend to ſee his Face. 
11, 
The Lorp of Life this Table ſpread, 
In Mem'ry of his Death and Love; 
We on the rich Proviſion feed, 
And get a Taſte of Joys above.. 
Iv. 
While he is abſent from our Sight, 
Tis to prepare our Souls a Place; 
That we may dwell in heav'nly Light, 
And live for ever near his Face. 
v. 
Our Eyes look upward to the Hills, 
Whence our returning Lord ſhall come; 
We wait his Chariot's awful Wheels, 
To fetch our longing Spirits home. 


* 4. 
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CXLVIII. Short Metre. 


Praiſe to the Father and 10 the Son for 
our Redemption. A 


E 
I, 
| LET. all our Tongues be one 
| To praiſe our Gop on high, C 
| Who from his Boſom ſent his Son, 
| To bring us Strangers nigh. 1 
| — * 
| Nor let our Voices ceaſe 
To ling the Saviour's Name; | 0 
| Jesvs, th' Ambaſſador of Peace, | 
1 How chearfully he came ! # 
III. 
Look up, my Soul, to him, 
Whoſe Death was thy Deſert; 1 
And humbly view the living Stream, 
Flow from his breaking Heart. 5 
v. 
There on the curſed Tree | 
In dying Pangs he lies, I 
Fulfils his Father's great Decree, 
And all our WIRE ſu e e F 
7 5 2 
Riſing he well aſſurcs 
| Our | hel Life and Jos TMR 1 
Let the Redeemed in his Praiſe 2 bet 
| Their Fears: and 5 7 7 employ. * N 


. 
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CXLIX. Common Metre. 
The Charafers and Offices of the Redeemer. 


I, 
Esus, how precious is thy Name! 
How bright thy Glories ſhine! 
Each ſacred Charm unites in thee, 
Thy Beauties are divine. 
. 
Only begotten, well - belov'd, | 
Of thy own Father, God; 
In thee all Grace and Truth reſide, 
And Love makes its Abode. 
III. 
Greateſt of Prophets, I admire 
Each Doctrine and Command; 
And whilſt my Soul adores the Grace, 


To learn thy Will I ſtand. 
IV. 


Thou art a Prieſt, thou gav*ſt thyſelf 
A Sacrifice to Gop ; 
And haſt aſſur'd all Penitents 
Of Pardon by thy Blood. 
v. 


It is thy Right, my glorious King, 
To rule this Heart of mine; 
Each baſe Uſurper I renounce, 
To be entirely thine, 
VI, 
Thy great Example nobly ſhines, 
And ſtrengthens all thy Laws; 
My Duty bids me follow thee ; 
Thy Love moſt ſtrongly draws. 


3 


CL. Long Metre. 


The Effuſion of the Spirit; or the Succeſs 
of the Goſpel. | 


I. 
REAT was the Day, the Joy was great, 
When the divine Diſciples met; 

Whilſt on their Heads the Spirit came, 
And ſat like Tongues of cloven Flame. 

u. 
What Gifts, what Miracles he gave! 
And Pow'r to kill, and Pow'r to ſave! 
Furniſh'd their Tongues withwondrous Words, 


Inſtead of Shields and Spears and Swords. 
11, 


Thus arm'd, he fent the Champions forth, 
From Eaſt to Welt, from South to North; 
„Go, and aſſert your Saviour's Cauſe ; 

« Go, ſpread the Doctrine of his Croſs.” 


Iv. 

Nations, the learned and the rude, 
Are by theſe. heav'nly Arms ſubdu'd; 
While Satan rages at his Loſs, 

And hates the Doctrine of the Croſs. 


| v. IP 
O Gop of Grace, my Heart ſubdue! 
I would be led in Triumph too, 

A willing Captive to my Loxp, 

And ſing the Vict'ries of his Word. 
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CLI. Common Metre. 
Sinai and Sion. 


| 1 
NOT to the Terrors of the Lox D/ 
The Tempeſt, Fire and Smoke, 
Not to the T hunder of that Word 
Which Gop on Sinai ſpoke. 
I. 
But we are come to Sion's Hill,. 
The City of our Gop, 
Where milder Words declare his Willz. 
And ſpread his Love abroad, 


III. 
Behold th' innumerable Hoſt 
Of Angels cloth'd in Light! 
Behold the Spirits of the Juſt, 
Whoſe Faith is turn'd to Sight! 
Iv. 
Behold the bleſs'd Aſſembly there, 
Whoſe Names are writ in Heav'n! 
And God, the Judge of all, declare 
Their vileſt Sins forgiv'n. 
v. 
The Saints on Earth, and all the Dead, 
But one Communion make z 
All join in CHRIS, their living Head, 
And of his Grace — 


In ſuch Society as this 
My weary Soul would reſt ; 

The Man that dwells where Jesvs i 135 
Muſt be 0 ever hleſt. 
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_CLII. Long Metre. 


The Example of CHRIST, 
I, 
MY dear Redeemer, and my Lox p! 
I read my Duty in thy Word; 
But in thy Life the Law appears, 
Drawn out in living Characters. 
11, 
Such was thy Truth, and ſuch thy Zeal, 
Such Deference to thy Father's Will, 
Such Love, and Meekneſs ſo divine, 
I would tranſcribe, and make them mine, 
110, 


Cold Mountains, and the Midnight Air, 
Witneſs'd the Fervor of thy Pray'r; 
The Deſert thy Temptations knew, 


Thy Conflict, and thy Vict'ry too. 
W. 


Thou art my Pattern, I would bear 
More of thy gracious Image here z 
Then Gop the Judg c ſhall own my Name 
Amongſt the Followers of the Lamb. 


CLHI. Common Metre. 
The Examples of CHR1sT and bis Servants. 
. 
Gr me the Wings of Faith to riſe 
Within the Veil, and ſee * 


The Saints above, how great their Joys 
How bright their Glories be! 
II, 
Once they were mourning here beiow, 
And wet their Couch with Tears 
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And wreftled hard, as we do now, 
With Sins, and Doubts, and Fears, 
In. 


I aſk them, whence their Vict'ry came? 

They with united Breath, 

Aſcribe their Conqueſt to the Lamb, 
Their Triumph to his Death. 


IV, 
They mark'd the Footſteps that he trod, 
His Zeal inſpir'd their Breaſt, 
And folP wing their victorious Lokp, 
Poſſeſs the np Reſt. 


Our glorious . claims our Praiſe, 
For his own Pattern giv*n 

While the long Cloud of Witneſſes 
Shew the ſame Path to Heav'n. 


CLIV. Common Metre, 
CaRisT's Death, Viftory, and Dominion, 


I. 

I Sim my Saviour's wondrous Death; 
He conquer'd when he fell; 

« Tis Foiſh'd, ” ſaid his dying Breath, 
And ſhook tne Gates of Hell. 


II. 
« *Tis finiſh'd,”* our Redeemer cries, 
The dreadful Work is done 
Hence ſhall his fov*reign Throne ariſe, 
His Kingdom is begun. 
III. 
His Crofs a ſure Foundation laid 
Fot Glory and Renown, 
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When thro' the Regions of the Dead 
He pals'd to reach the Crown. 
IV. | 
Exalted at. his Father's. Side- 
Sits our victorious Lox D; 
Good Men from bad his Hands divide 
They puniſh and 3 


The Saints, from his | propitious Eye- 
Await their” ſeveral Crowns, 
And all the Sons of Darkneſs fly 


The Terror. of his Frowns. - 


CLV. Common Metre: 


Victory over Death.. 
I, 
O For an overcoming Faith 
To chear my dying Hours; 
To triumph o'er the Monſter Death, 
And all his frightful Pow'rs !. 
II, 
Joyful with all the Strength I have, 


My quiv'ring Lips ſhould (ing, 
« Where is thy boaſted Vict'ry, Grave? 


6« And where's the Monſter's Sting * 24 


III. 


Now to the Gop of Victory, 


Immortal Thanks be paid, 


Who makes us Conqu'rors while we die 


Thro' CnRISTH our living Head. 
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CLVI. Long Metre, 
Angels miniſtering to Car IS r and his Saints. 
I; 
GRAN Gop, to what a glorious Height 
Haſt thou advanc'd the LoD thy Son! 


Angels, in all their Robes of Light, 


Are made the Servants of his Throne. 
II. 


Before his Feet thy Armies wait, 

And ſwift as Flames of Fire they move, 
To manage his Affairs of State, 

In Works of Judgment and of Love. 


11, 

His Orders run thro? all the Hoſts, 
Legions deſcend at his Command, 

To ſhield and guard the Britiſh Coaſts, 


When foreign Rage invades: our Land. 
Iv, 


Now they are ſent to guide our Feet 
Up to the Gates of thy Abode, 
Thro? all the Dangers that we meet 
In travelling the heav'nly Road, 
V. | 
LorD, when I leave this mortal Ground; 
And thou ſhalt bid me rife, and come, 
Send a beloved Angel down, 
_ Safe to conduct my Spirit home. 


CLVII. Common Metre. 


CarisT JEsvs ihe Lamb of Gop.. 

1. 
Ou let us join our chearful Songs 
With Angels round the Throne 3 


— 


236 HYM N CLVIII. 


Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tongues, 


But all their Joys are one. 
_— 
« Worthy the Lamb that dy'd,“ they cry, 
© To be exalted thus ;” -— 
% Worthy the Lamb,” our Lips reply, 
« For he was ſlain for us.” 
11. 
Jzsvs is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine 
And Bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Loxd, for ever thine. 


IV. 5 
Let all that dwell above the Sky, 
And Air, and Earth, and Seas, 
Conſpire to lift thy Glories high, 
And ſpeak thy endleſs Praiſe. 
v. 
The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 
Of him that fits upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


CLVIII. Long Metre. 


CarisT's Humiliation and Exallalion. 
| 1 
WO THY is he that once was ſlain, 
| The Prince of Peace that gron'd and 


Worthy to riſe, and live, and reign, [dy'd; 


At his almighty Father's Side. 
u. 
Pow'r and Dominion are his due, 


Who ſtood condemn'd at Pilate's Bar; — 
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Wiſdom belongs to IEsus too, 
- Tho? he was charg'd with Madneſs here. 
5 - 
All Riches are his native Right, _ 
Yet he ſultain'd amazing Loss: 
To him aſcribe eternal Might, - 
Who left his Weakneſs on the Croſs, * 
| "APR 
Honour immortal muſt be paid, .. 
Inſtead of Scandal and of Scarn.; . - 
While Glory ſhines around his Head, 
And a bright Crown without a Thorn. 
ö 
Bleſſings for ever on the Lamb, 
Who bore the Curſe for wretched Men; 
Let Angels ſound his ſacred Name, 
And ev'ry Creature ſay Amen. 


CLIX, Long Metre, 
The Chriſtian's: high Regard to CHR1$T. + + 
Ou, deareſt Loxo, deſcend and dwell 
| By Faith and Love in ev'ry Breaſt 
Then ſhall we know, and taſte,” and feel, 
The Joys that cannot be expreſt. 


. 8 @ -* 9 
Come fill our Hearts with inward Strength, 
Make our enlarged- Souls poſſeſs, 
And learn the Height, and Breadth. ar 
Of thy unmeaſurable Grace. 
3 


Now to the Gop, whoſe. Pow'r can da, N 
More than our Thoughts or Wiſhes Know, 


- 


» 
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Be everlaſting Honours done 
By all the Church, thro' CazisT his Son. 


CLX. Short Metre. * 


CHRIST Unſeen and Beloved, 
| £ 
NO T with our mortal Eyes 
Have we beheld the Log D, 
Let we rejoice to hear his Name, 
And love him in his Word. 
* 
On Earth, we want the Sight 
Of our Redeemer's Face; 
Yet, Loxp, our inmoſt Thoughts delight 
To dwell upon thy Grace. 
H 


And when we taſte thy Love, 

Our Joys divinely grow _ 
Unſpeakable, like thoſe above,, 

And Heav'n begins below. 


CLXI. Common Metre. 


The Chriſtian, not aſhamed to own CHRIST 


bis LORD. 
I, 
I M4 not aſham'd to own my Lory, 
Or to defend his Cauſe, 
Maintain the Honour of his Word, 
The Glory of his Croſs. 
II. 
- Jz8vs, my Lorp, I know his Name, 
His Name is all my Truſt; 
Nor will he put my Soul to Shame, 
Nor let my Hope be loſt. 


. 
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. 
Firm as his Throne his Promiſe ſands, 
And he can well ſecure 
What I've committed to his ia 
Till the deciſive Hour. 
Iv, - 
Then will he own my worthleſs Name 
Before his Father's Face, 
And in the New Jeruſalem 
Appoint my Soul a Place. 


CLXII. Long Metre, 
CHRIS T's Compaſſionate Invitation. 


I, | 
Ou hither all ye weary Souls, 
« Ye heavy laden Sinners come, 
« VI! give you Reſt from all your Toils, 
And raiſe you to nl heav'nly Home. 


« They ſhall find a 
« Pm of a meek and Jowly Mind; 
* But Paſſion rages like a Sea, 


« And Pride is reſtleſs as the Wind, 
III. 


„ Bleſt is the Man whoſe Shoulders take 
« My Yoke, and bear it with Delight; 

« My Yoke is eaſy to his Neck, | 
6 My Grace ſhall make the Burden light.” — 


IV. 
Jesus, we come at thy Command, 

With Faich and Hope, and humble Zeal ;, 
Reſign our Spirits to thy Hand, 

To mold and guide us at thy Will. 
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CLXIII. Short Ir 
Obedience to CHRIS T's Commands. 


THE Law by Moſes came, 


But Peace, fine Truth, and Love, 
Were brought by CnRIST, a nobler Name, 


Deſcending from 1 8 


Amidſt the Houſe of Gov, 

Their diff rent Works were done 
Moſes a faithful Servant ſtood, 

But CHRIST a faithful Son. 

m1. 

Then to his new Commands 
Be ſtrict Obedience paid; | 
O'er all his Father's Houſe he ſtands 

The e and the Head. 

Iv. 

The Man that durſt deſpiſe 

The Law that Moſes brought, 
Behold, how terribly he dies, 

For his preſumptuous Fault! 

v. 

But ſorer Vengeance falls 
On that rebellious Race, 

Who hate to hear when Jesus calls, 

And dare reſiſt his Grace. 


CLXIV. Long Metre. 
 Hilineſs 75 Grace. 


So let our Lips * Lives expreſs 
The * 3 we profeſs; 
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So let our Works and Virtues ſhine, 
To prove the Doctrine all divine. 


u. 
Thus ſhall we beſt proclaim abroad 
The Honours of our dying Loxp; 
When the Salvation reigns within, 
And Grace ſubdues the Pow'r of Sin. 
11, 
Our Fleſh and Senſe muſt be deny'd, 
Paſſion and Envy, Luſt and Pride; 


Whilſt Juſtice, Temp'rance, Truth and Love, 


Our inward Piety approve. 
IV, 
Religion bears our Spirits up, 


While we expect that bleſſed Hope, 
The bright Appearance of our Logo, 
And Faith ſtands leaning on his Word, 


CLXV. Long Metre, 
Religion vain without Love. 
1 


H4P I the Tongues of Greeks and Jews, 


And nobler Speech than Angels uſe, 
If Love be abſent I am found 
Like tinkling Braſs, an empty Sound. 
n. 
Were I inſpir'd to preach and tell 
All that is done in Heav'n and Hell; 
Or could by Faith the World remove, 
Still I am nothing without Love. 
ul. 
Should J diſtribute all my Store 
To feed the Bowels of the Poor 
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Or give my Body to the Flame, 


To gain a Martyr's glorious Name. 

| * 

If Love to Gop and Love to Men 

Be abſent, all my Hopes are vain; 

Nor Tongues, nor Gifts, nor fiery Zeal, 
The Work of Love can eber fulfil. 


CLXVI. Lina Metre. 
Love to Gop and our Neighbour, 


- £48 
THos ſaith the firſt and great Command, 
„Let all thy inward Pow'rs unite 
& To love thy Maker and thy God, 


„ With utmoſt Vigour and Delight. 
1. 


« Then ſhall thy Neighbour, next in Place, 


Share thy Affections and Eſteem ; 

« And let thy Kindneſs to thyſelf 

«« Meaſure and rule thy Love to him.“ 
In. 

This is the Senſe that Moſes ſpoke; 

Thus did the Prophets preach and prove; 

For want of this the Law is broke, 

And the whole Law fulfill'd by Love. 
Iv. 


But O, how baſe our Paſſions are! 

How. cold our Charity and Zeal! 
Lox, fill our Souls with heav'nly Fire, 
Or we ſhall ne'er perform thy Will. 


al fwd ® 
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CLXVII. Long Metre. 


Pride and Wrath oppoſite. to the Chriſtian 
Character. 


OT diff ' rent Food or diff "rent Dreſs, 
Compoſe the Kingdom of our Lox Dp; 

But Peace and Joy and Right'ouſneſs, . 
Faith, and Obedience to his Word. 

U. 
When weaker Chriſtians we deſpiſe, 
We do the Goſpel mighty Wrong 
For Gop, the gracious and the wiſe, . 
Receives the Feeble with the Strong. 

In. 
Let Pride and Wrath be baniſh'd hence, 
Meckneſs and Love our Souls purſue; 
Nor ſhall our Practice give offence 
To Saints, the Gentile or the Jew. 


CLXVIII. Short Metre. 
The watchful Chriſtian. 
a 
YE Servants of the Load, 
Each in his Office wait, 


Obſervant of his heav *nly Word, 
And watchful at his Gate. 


* 


I, 

Let all your Lamps be bright, 

And trim the golden Flame; 
Gird up your Loins, as in his Sight, 

For awful is his Name. 


— 
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Mark the firſt Signal of his Hand, 


He ſhall his Lord with Rapture ſee, 


« Ye 


III. 
Watch, *tis your Lok b's Command; 
And while we ſpeak, he's near; 


And ready all 1 


O happy Servant he, 
In ſuch a Poſture found 


And be with Honour crown'd. 


CLXIX. Common Metre. | 
CHRIsT's Call to Sinners, 4 
I. 


New let the liſtning World around 
In filent Rev'rence hear, 

While from on high the Saviour's Voice 
Thus ftrikes th' attentive Ear. 


u. | 
« To you, O Sons of Men, I call, 
« And from my lofty Throne, 
« Reclin'd in gentle Pity bow 
« To bring Salvation down. 
III. 
tleſs Sinners, hear my Voice, | 
« A my Words and live ; 
«© My Words conduct to ſolid Joys, | 
„And endleſs *** give. : 


« Each faithful Miniſter is ſent, | 
This Meſſage to proclaim ; 
« In ev'ry various Providence 
« The Language is the ſame, 
V. Forget- 
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« Forgetful Mortals, yet be wiſe, - 
66 While o'er the Grave ye ſtand ; 

«+ Leſt lon ng neglected Love pro voke 
« The ts of my Hand. 


10 In a gs Submiſſion | bow ye down, - 
or ſteel that ſtubborn Heart, 
66 Til my inexorable Voice 
« Pronounce the Word, Depart.“ 


CLXX. Common Metre. 
A future Judgment a Refrain on youthful Luſts. 
I, 
* E thoughtleſs Sinners, vain and young, 
[Indulge your youthful Fire; 
Your wanton Eyes, unbridled Tongue, 
And ev'ry looſe Deſire, : 
I, | 
Taſte all the Pleaſures you approve, 
And act without Controul ; 
Range all the Paths of lawleſs Love, 
To feaſt a ſenſual Soul. 
_ 
In trifling Mirth conſume the Day, 
All ſerious Thoughts decline; 
And melt the tedious Night away, 
-In Wantonneſs 1 fn 


Shake off each . Fear, 
That would your Lult ing Fa, >: 

Laugh at the Thought of Danger n2ar, 
And count the * vain. 


— — — — 
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But * your Jocks with piercing Eye 
Marks a our Sins and Faults; 
Ere long he'll all, your Actions try, 
And ſearch your ſecret Thoughts. 


Pavss. 
VI. 


What Deeds you have in Darkneſs done, 
To ſhun Reproach and Shame, ; 
He will expoſe before the Sun, 


And to the World proclaim.. 
vn. 


How will you bear his wrathful Frown ? 


Or your ſad Sentence hear ? 


O let the Thought now melt you down! 


To good Advice give Ear. . 


VIII. 


Renounce each dear and pleaſing Vice, 


Each looſer Air lay by; 
Grow ſerious, ſober, chaſte and wiſe, 
And mind the +0008. on High. 


Then when your W * Judge ſhall come, 
In all his Glories dreſt, 

You may ſecurely wait your Doom, 
And hear him call you bleſt. 


CLXXI. Common Fl 
be Importance of early Piety. 


I, 
NouLoenT on, with pitying Eye 
The Sons ot le „ farvey, 


T 


Ti 
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And ſee how youthful Sinners ſport” - 
In a deſtructive Way! 
u. 
Ten thauſand Dangers lurk around, 
To bear them to the Tomb; : 
Each in an Hour may plunge them down, . 
Where. Hope —_ never come. 


Reduce, O Lon, their wandring Minds, 
Amus'd with airy Dreams I 
That heav*nly Wiſdom may diſpel 
Their viſionary Schemes. 
rv. 
With holy Caution may they walk, 
And be thy Word their Guide; 
Till each the Deſert ſafely paſs' d, A 


On Zion's Hill abide. . 


| CLXXII. Common Metre. 
Aſting the Way to Zion. 


I, 
JNw1ins, ye Pilgrims, for the Way 
That leads to Zion's Hill; 
And thither ſet your ſteady Face, 
With a determin'd Will. 
U. 
Invite the Strangers all around 
Your pious March to join; 
And ſpread the Sentiments ye feel 
Of Faith and Love divine. 
II. 
Come, let us to his Temple haſte, 
And ſeek his Favour there; 
8 2 
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Before his Footſtool humbly bow. Sc 
| And pour our —— Pray'r. 


Come, let us join our Souls to Goo 
In everlaſting Bands: 

And ſeize the Bleſſings he beſtows, 

With eager 85 and Hands. 


Come, let us ſeal . Delay 1 
The Cov*nant of his Grace; 
Nor ſhall the Years of diſtant Life 


Its Memory OR 


Thus may our riſing C Offipring hafte M 
To ſeek their Father's Gop ; 

Nor e' er forſake the happy Path 
Their youthful Feet have trod. 


CLXXIII. Short Metre. Be 
Tbe Living Sacrifice. 
I 
ND will th' erernal King 
So mean a Gift regard ? 


That Off ring, Lon p, with Joy we bring, 
W hich thy own Tn prepar'd. 


We own thy Furien Claim, 
And to thy Altar move, 
The willing Victims of thy Grace, 
And bound with Cords of Love. 
11, 
Defend, celeſtial Fire, 
The Sacrifice inflame; 


H YM NN CLXXIV, CLXXV. 389 
So ſhall a grateful Odour riſe, _ 
Thro' our Redeemer's Name. 
CLXXIV. Short Metre. 
The Excellency of the Righteous, 


5 J. | : 
O IsR AEL, thou art bleſt ! 
Who may with thee compare? 
Thy Excellencies ſtand confeſs'd ; 
How bright thy _ are | 


O Gov of Iſrael, 5 | 
And make this Bliſs our own! 
Make us the Children of thy Care, 


The Members of thy Son. 
III. 


Thus honour'd, thus employ'd, 

By theſe great Moti ves fir d, 
Be Paradiſe on Earth enjoy d. 

And brighter * inſpir'd. 


Thy People, Lak; we love; 
Their Gop our Souls embrace; 
So may we find in Worlds above 
Among thy Saints a Place. l 


CLXXV. Common Metre, 
The Chri tian” s 48 or Reſolution. 


O Gov, by whoſe 8 Hand 
Thy Iſrael {til is fed, 
Who thro? this weary Pilgrimage | 
Haſt all our Fathers led. 


$ 3 
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1 \ 1 
To thee our humble Vows we raiſe, 
| To thee addreſs our Pray'r, | 
And in thy kind and faithful Hand 
Depoſit all our Care. 
In. 
If thou, thro? each perplexing Path, 
Wilt be our conſtant Guide; 
If thou wilt daily Bread ſupply, 
And Raiment wilt provide; 
IV. 
If thou wilt ſpread thy Shield around, 
Till theſe our Wandrings ceaſe, 
And at our Father's lov'd Abode 


Our Souls arrive in Peace; 
v. 


To thee, as to our Cov'nant Go, 
We'll our whole Selves reſign, 
And count that not our Life alone, 

But all we have is thine. 


CLXXVI. Common Metre. 


Demand our nobleſt Songs ; 
Let his aſſembled Saints unite 
Their Harmony of Tongues, 
U. 
Great is the Mercy of the Loxo, 
He gives his Children Food; 
And ever mindful of his Word, 
He makes his Promiſe good. 


The Mercy and Grace of Gov. 


Gr; is the orb, his Works of Might 
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II. , 
His Son, the great Redeemer, came 
To ſeal his Cov'nant ſure ; 
Holy and-reverend is his Name, 
His Ways are juſt and pure. 
TS \ / 
They that would grow. divinely wiſe 
Muſt with his Fear begin; 
Our faireſt Proof of Knowledge hes 
In hating ev'ry Sin. 


CLXXVII. Long Metre. 
The Divine Perfections. 


Gs God, thy Glorie ſhall ENT 
My holy Fear, my humble Joy ! 
My Lips, in Songs of Honour, bring 
Their Tribute to th" eternal King. 
| n. 


Earth and the Stars, and Worlds unknown, 
Depend precarious on his Throne; 
All Nature hangs upon his Word, 
And Grace and Glory own the Lonp. 
III. 
His ſov'reign Pow'r what Mortal knows? 
If he command, who dares oppoſe ? 
With Strength he girds himſelf around, 
And treads the Rebels to the * 
IV. 
The Beamings of his piercing Sight 
Bring dark Hypocriſy to Light; 
Death and Deſtruction naked lie, 
And Hell uncover'd to his Eye. 


S + 
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v. 

His Mercy, like a boundleſs Sea, 
Waſhes our Load of Guilt away; 

While his own Son came down and dy'd, 


To ſhow his Love was on our Side. 


VI 


O rell me, with a gentle Voice, 


« Thou art my God,“ and III rejoice! 
Fill'd with thy Love, I will proclaim 
The brighteſt Honours of thy Name. 


CLXXVIII. As the cxLvin" Pſalm. 
The all-glorious God our Father and Friend, 


1. 
T HE Lorp Jznovan reigns, 
> - His Throne is built on High 
The Garments he. aſſumes , 
Are Light and Majeſty: 
| His Glories ſhine 
With Brams fo bright, 
No mortal Eye 
Can bear the Sight. 
u. 


The Thunders of his Hand 


Keep the wide World in Awe ; 
His Wrath and Juſtice ſtand 
To guard his holy Law : 
And where his Love 
Reſolves to bleſs, 
His Truth confirms 
And ſeals the Grace. 


FY a_— a AM 


Thro' all his various Works 
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Surpriſing Wiſdom ſhines, 


Confounds the Pow'rs of Hell, 
And breaks their curs'd Deſigns : _ 


And can this mighty: King 
Of Glory condeſcend ? 

And will he write his Name, 
« My Father, and my Friend?“ a7 


O'er all the heav'nly World he rules, 
And all beneath a Sky. 


Ye Angels, a in Might, 
And ſwift to do his Will, 

Bleſs ye the Lok D, whoſe Voice ye hear, 
Whoſe Pleaſure ye fulkil. 


Let the bright Hoſts who wait 
The Orders of their King, 


Strong is his Arm, 
And ſhall fulfil 
His great Decrees, 
His ſov' eg. Will. 


J love his . 
I love his Word; 
Join, all my Pow'rs, 
And praiſe the Lon v. 


CLXXIX. Short Metre. 
Go p's univerſal Dominion. 


a l. 
HE Losp, the ſov'reign King, 
Hath fix'd his Throne on High; 


III. 


8 5 
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And guard his Churches when they pray, 
Join in the Praiſe they ſing. 


While alt his . Works 
Thro' his vaſt Kingdoms ſhew 
Their Maker's Glory, thou, my Soul, 

Shalt ſing his Graces too. 


CLXXX. common Metre. 
Preſerving Goodneſs acknowledged. 
I, 


HC are thy Servants bleſt, O Lord! 
How ' ſure is their Defence ! | 


Eternal Wiſdom is their Guide, 


Their Help ne ee 


In foreign Realms, — Lands remote, 
Supported by thy Care, 
Thro* burning Climes I paſs'd unhurt, 


And breath'd in tainted Air. 
III. 


Thy Mercy ſweeten'd ev'ry Soil, 
Made ev'ry Region pleale ; 

The hoary frozen Hills it warm'd, 
And ſmooth'd the boiſt'rous Seas. 


Ae a 
Think, O my Soul, devoutly think, 


How with affrighted Eyes, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the wide extended Deep 
In all its Horrors riſe! 
v. 


Confuſion dwelt in ev'ry Face, 
And Fear in ev'ry Heart; 
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When Waves on Waves, and ul phs on ul * 
O'ercame the Pilot's Art. 
VI. 
Yet then from all my Griefs, O Lane, 
Thy Mercy ſet me free, 
Whilſt in the Confidence of Prayer 
My Soul took hold on thee. 


PaAvuseE. 
vn. 


For tho? in dreadful Whirls we hung 
High on the broken Wave, 
I knew thou wer't not ſlow to hear, 
Nor impotent to fave. _ 
vm. 
The Storm was laid, the Winds retir'd, 
Obedient to thy Will ; 
The Sea that ror'd at thy Command, 


At thy Command was ſtill. 
IX, 


In midſt of Dangers, Fears and Death, 
Thy Goodnels I'll adore ; | 

And praiſe thee for thy Mercies paſt, 
And humbly _ for more. 


My Life, whilſt Fan preſerv'ſt my Life, 
Thy Sacrifice ſhall be; | 
And Death, when Death ſhall be my Doom, 
Shall join my Soul to thee. 
CLXXXI. Long Metre. 
Gop our Guardian and Protector. 


For ew: aaa) s-Day. 


Rear Gor, we fing that mighty Hand, 
By which ſupported ſtill we ſtand ; 


G 
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The op' ning Year thy Mercy _— 


That Mercy crowns it, till it cloſe, 
II, 


By Day, by Night, at Home, Abroad, 
Still are we guarded by our Gop ; 
By his inceſſant Bounty fed, 


By his unerring Counſel led. 
m. 


With grateful Hearts the paſt we own; | 
The future, all to us unknown, 


We to thy guardian Care commit, 


And peaceful leave 28 thy Feet. 


In Scenes exalted or depreſ d. 
Thou art our Joy, and thou our Reſt; 
Thy Goodneſs all our Hopes ſhall raiſe, 


Ador'd thro? all our changing Days. 


When Death ſhall i ee theſe Songs, 
And ſeal in Silence mortal Tongues, 
Our Helper Gop, in whom we truſt, 
In better Worlds our Souls ſhall boaſt. 
CLXXXII. Common Metre. 
On the Waſte of paſt Tears. 


Fur New-Year's-Day. 


—— 


I. 
R Encanx, my Soul, the narrow Bounds 
Of the revolving Lear! 


How ſwift the Weeks complete their Rounds, 


How ſhort the Months appear | 
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II, 
So faſt Eternity comes on, 
And that important Day, 
When all that mortal Life hath done, 
Gop's Judgment ſhall ſurvey, 
11 


Yet like an idle Tale we paſs 
The ſwift advancing Year 

And ſtudy artful Ways t' increaſe 
The Speed of its Career. 

IV. 

Waken, O Gop, my rrifling [Heart 
Its great Concern to ſee ; 

That I may act the chriſtian Part, 


And give the Year to thee. 
v 


So ſhall their Courſe more grateful roll, 
If future Years ariſe; 

Or this ſhall bear my waiting Soul 
To Joy that never dies. 


CLXXXIII. Long Metre. 
The Poſſibility of dying this Near. 
For New-Year's- Day. 


x, 
OD of my Life, thy conſtant Care 


With Bleſſings crownseach op'ning Tear; 


This mortal Life doſt thou prolong, 
And wake anew my annual Song. 

11, | 
How many precious Souls are fled 
To the vaſt Regions of the Dead, 


* 


K 
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Since from this Day the changing Sun 
Thro' his laſt yearly Period run! - 
1 


We yet ſurvive, but who can ſay, 

Or thro? the Year, or Month, or Day, 

&« will retain this vital Breath,” 

Thus far at leaſt in League with Death ? 
| Iv. 

That Breath is thine, eternal Gop |! 

*Tis thine to fix my Soul's Abode ; 

It holds its Life from thee atone, . 

On Earth, or in the World unknown. 

v. | 

To thee our Spirits we reſign ; 

Make them and own them ſtil] as thine ; 

So ſhall they reſt ſecure from Fear, 

Tho? Death ſhould blaft the riſing Year. 


CLXXXIV. Common Metre. 
Reflecting on the paſt Year. 
For New-Year's-Day. 


I, 
ND now, my Soul, another Year 
Of my ſhort Life is paſt; 
I cannot long continue here, 
And this may be my laſt, 
HR 
Much of my dubious Life is done, 
Nor will return again ; | 
And ſwift my paſſing Moments run, 
The few that yet remain, 


— 
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| 1 7 
Awake, my Soul, with utmoſt Care, 
Thy true Condition learn, 15 
What are thy Hopes, how ſure, how fair, 
And what thy chief Concern. 
Ws |< 
Now a new Scene of Time begi gins, 
Set out therewith for Heap n n; 
Seek Pardon for thy former Sins, 
In Cnr1sT fo ny giv 'n. 


Devoutly yield thyſelf to Gon ; 
And to his Care commend ; 

And ſtill purſue the heav'nly Road, 
Nor doubt a happy End. 


CLXXXV. Long Metre. 


7 he Inſtitution of a Goſpel Miniſtry. 
For an | Ordination. 


WI EN our bleſt 1 went up on High 
He captive led Captivity; 


And royal nts did diſplay, 
To grace the wan of the Day. 


As to his Throne in * he rode, 

On Men he Offices beſtow'd; 

Marks of Munificence divine, 

In which both Might and Mercy ine. 


III. 


In Order firſt Apoſtles came, 
The higheſt Rank, the nobleſt Name; 
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Next them, tho' ſtill of high Degree, 
Evangeliſts and Prophets be. 


| IV. 
With like good Will, and kind Intent, 
Of meaner Rank, he Teachers ſent, 
Ofer Chriſtian Churches to preſide, 
And by inſpired Writings guide: 
1 


His Saints to poliſh and complete, 
And fit them for the heav'nly State 
To build, by his own pow'rful Word, 
His Church, the Body of our Loxp. 


| VI, 
LoxrD, we with humble Faith adore 
Thy matchleſs Love, thy ſaving Pow'r ! 
And celebrate the Grace of Gop, 
For ſuch rich Gifts on Men beſtow'd. 


CLXXXVI. Common Mette. 
The Duties of a. Miniſter, 


For an Ordination. 


| # 
ND now all you, who have obtain'd 
This Office from the Lord ; 
And are by his Command ordain'd 
i To ſpread his ſaving Word; 
II. 


With faithful and unfainting Zeal 
Tour ſacred Truſt fulfil ; 


And with Integrity reveal 
Your Maſter's Mind and Will. 
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111, 
Act under his obſerving Eye, 
To him yourſelves commend ; 
Nor utter in his Name a Lye, | 
For any fordid End, 
IV. 
Preach not for worldly Wealth or Gain, 
For Honour or for Fame ; 
But let his Love your Souls conſtrain, 
And raiſe your Saviour's Name. 


v. 
To all your Flock juſt Patterns prove, 
And fair Examples give, - 


Of Faith, of Holineſs, and Love, 


How they mult ſpeak and live. 
vi. 


Thus when th' Arch-Paſtor ſhall appear, 
The laſt important Day, 

You ſhall a Crown of Glory wear, 
That never fades away. 


CLXXXVII. Common Metre, 
On the Death of a Miniſter. 


Ke, 
No W let our mourning Hearts revive, 
And all our Tears be dry; | 
Why ſhould thoſe Eyes be drown'd in Grief 
Which view a wee tea nigh? 


What tho” the Arm of conqu- ring Death 
Does Gop's own Houſe invade ! 
What tho? the Prophet and the Prieſt 
Be number'd with the Dead ! 


4% H Y M N | CLXXXVIIL 
| AS 
Tho! earthly Shepherds dwell in Duſt, 
- The aged and the young, 
The watchful Eye in Darkneſs dos d, 
And mute th' ä Tungue. 


Th' eternal Shepherd fill ſurvives, 
New Comfort to impart ; | 
His Eye ſtill guides us, and his Voice 

Still animates our hog 


« Lo, I am with 8 faith the Logo, 

„My Church ſhall ſafe abide ; 
“ For I will ne'er forſake my own, 
&© Whoſe Souls in me confide.“ 


* VI. : 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Life and Death 
This Promiſe is our Truſt, 
And this ſhall be ovr Childrens Song, 
When we are cold in Duſt. l 
- CLXXXVIII. Long Metre. 
On the Seltlement of a Miniſter, 


Senne of Iſrae], thou doſt keep 
With conſtant Care thy humble Sheep z 
By thee inferior Paſtors riſe 


To feed our Souls, and bleſs our Eyes. 
U. 


To all thy Churches ſuch impart, 
Niodelld by thy own gracious Heart; 
Whoſe Courage, Watchfulneſs and Love, 


Men may attelt, and Gop approve. 
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In. 

Fed by their active tender Care, 
Healthful may all thy Sheep appear; 
And by their fair Examples led, 
The Way to Zion's 1 tread. 


Here haſt thou lined to our Vows, 
And ſcatter*d Bleſſings on thy Houſe ; 
Thy Saints are ſuccour'd, and no more 
As Sheep without a pour ag deplore. 


[Completely heal et former Stroke, 
And bleſs the Shepherd and the Flock 
Confirm the Hopes thy Mercies raiſe, 
And own this Tribace tf our Praiſe, 1 


cLXXXIX. Long Mette. 
Hu milialion for National Sins; 
For a Faſt-Day in Time of War. 


ATE | 
GR Gop of Heav'n and Nature, riſe, 
And hear our loud united Cries ! 

See Britain bow before thy Face, 
Thro? all her Coaſts, and ſeek thy Grace! 
| 5 | 

No Arm of Fleſh we make our Truſt; _ 
Nor Sword, nor Horſe, nor Ship we boaſt ; 
Thine is the Land, and thine the Main, 
And human Force and Skill is vain. 

III. ; 

Our Guilt might draw thy Veng'ance down 
On ev'ry Shore, on ev'ry Town ; 
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But view us, Lo, with pitying Eye, 
And lay thy lifted Thunder by ! 
355 8 
Forgive the Follies of our Times, 

And purge our Land from all its Crimes; 
Reform'd and deck'd with Grace divine, 
Let Princes, Prieſts and People ſhine. 

0 V. 5 


O may no heinous crying Sin 

- Thro? all our Camps and Navies reign 
No foul Reproach, to drive from thence 
Our ſureſt Glory and Defence ! 


25 VI. 
So ſhall our Gop delight to bleſs, 
And crown our Arms with wide Succeſs ; 
Our Foes ſhall dread Jznovan's Sword, 
And conqu'ring Britain ſhout the Logo, 


CXC. Common Metre. 


Pleading with Gop for bis gracious Appear- 
ance in Public Calamittes, | 


. "For a Faſt-Day. 


* 
Hr Abra'm full of ſacred Awe, 
Before Jenoyan ſtood, 
And with an humble fervent Prayer 
For guilty Sodom ſu'd. 2 
II, 


With what Succeſs, what wond'rous Grace, 
Was his Petition crown'd | 

The Lon o, would ſpare, if in the Place 
Ten right'ous Men were found. 


— 
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in. | 
O could a ſingle holy Soul 
So rich a Boon obtain! 4 
Good God, and ſhall a Nation cry, | 
. And plead with thee in vain? 
Iv. 
Britain, all guilty as ſhe is, 
Her num rous Saints may boaſt; 
See their united Pray' rs aſcend, 
And ſhall theſe Pray'rs be loſt? 
| V, % 
Are not the Righteous dear to thee 
Now, as in ancient Times ? | 
Or does this finful Land exceed | 
Gomorrah in its Crimes ? | | 
VI. | 
Still we are thine, we bear thy Name, 
Here yet is thy Abodez 
Long has thy Preſence bleſt our Land 
Forſake us not, O Gop! 
vn. 


Dread Loo, let not thy Anger burn, 
If we thy Suppliants bow; 
And ſay, till thou vouchſafe thy Grace, 
We will not let thee go. 
vin. 


O may the People, Prieſt and King, 
Thy choiceſt Bleſſings ſhare! | ( 


And know thee by that glorious Name, 8 
« The Gop that heareth Pray'r.” 
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' CXCI. Long Metre. | f 
Thankſgiving for National Deliverance. - 
I, | 
ALvaTion doth to Gop belong, 
His Pow'r and Grace ſhall be our Song; 
His Hand hath dealt a ſecret Blow, 
And Terror ſtrikes the haughty Foe. 
Rede. 1 * ar: 
Praiſe to the LoD who bows his Ear 
Propitious to his Peoples Pray'r ; 
And tho' Deliv*rance long delay, 
Anſwers in his well-choſen Day. 
| AVY TY 
O may thy Grace our Land engage, 
(Reſcu'd from fierce tyrannic Rage) 
The Tribute of its Love to bring 


Io thee our Saviour and our King. 
Iv. 


Our Temples, guarded from the Flame, 
Shall echo thy triumphant Name; | 
And ev'ry peaceful private Home, 

To thee a Temple ſhall become. 


'CXCII. Common Metre. 
Thankſgiving for Victory. 
1 


low rejoice, and Judah ſing, 
The Lonxp aſſumes his Throne; 
Let Britain own the heav'nly King, 
And make his Glories known. 


= I. 
The Great, the Wicked, and the Proud, 
From their high Seats are hurl'd; 
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' + Jenoyan rides upon a Cloud, 
And thunders thro? the World. 
III. 
He reigns upon th' eternal Hills, 
Diſtributes mortal Crowns; 
Empires are fix d beneath his Smiles, 
And totter at his Frowns, 
IV, 
Navies, that rule the Ocean wide, 
Are vanquiſh'd by his Breath, 


And Legions, arm'd with Pow'r and Pride, 


Deſcend to watry Death. | 
v. 
Loet Tyrants make no more Pretence 
To vex our happy Land, 
Jenovan's Name is our Defence, 
Our Buckler is his Hand, 
vi. "i 
Long may the King, our Sov'reign, live 
To rule us by his Ward; 
And all the Honours he can give 
Be offer'd to the Lorp. 


 CXCIlI. Long Metre. 
Praiſe to Gor from Great Britain, 


l. . 
NArvae, with all her Pow'rs, ſhall fing, 
Gop the Creator and the King; 

Nor Air nor Earth, nor Skies nor Seas, 
Deny the Tribute of their Praiſe. 

| 11, 
Begin to make his Glories known, - 
Ye Seraphs that Gd near his Throne; 
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Tune your Harps high, and ſpread the Sound 

To the Creation's utmoſt Bound, | 
m. 

All mortal Things of meaner Frame, 

Exert your Force, and own his Name; 

. Whilſt with our Souls, and with our Voice, 

We ſing his N and our Joys. 


This Northern Ide, 0 our native Land, 
Lies ſafe in Gop th* Almighty's Hand j 
Our Foes of Vict'ry dream in vain, 
And wear the captivating Chain. 
is Og v. 

Raiſe monumental Praiſes high, 
To him that thunders thro? the Sky, 
And with an awful Nod or Frown 
Shakes an aſpiring Tyrant down, 

VI, - 


Yet, mighty Gop, our feeble Frame 
Attempts in vain to reach thy Name ; 
The ſtrongeſt Notes that Angels raiſe 
Faint in the Worſhip and the Praiſe, 


CXCIV, Common Metre. 


The Church ſaved, and ber Enemies diſap- 
pointed. 


For the Fifth of November. 


15 
Hour to the Lox o, and let our Joys 
Thro' the whole Nation run; 
Ye Britiſh Skies, reſound the Noiſe 
Beyond the riſing Sun. 
II. Thee 
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: | 3 
Thee, mighty Gop, our Souls admire, 
Thee our glad Voices ſing, 
And join with the celeſtial Choir 
To praiſe th' eternal King. 
| III. 
Thy Pow'r the whole Creation rules, 
And on the ſtarry Skies 
Sits ſmiling at the weak Deſigns 
Thy envious Foes deviſe. 
Iv. 
Thy Scorn derides their feeble Rage, 
And with an awful Frown 
Flings vaſt Confuſion on their Plots, 
Ard ſhakes their Babel down, 
V. 
Their ſecret Fires in Caverns lay, 
And: we the Sacrifice, 
But gloomy Caverns ſtrove in vain 
To 'ſcape all ſearching Eyes. 
W 
In vain the buſy Sons of Hell 
Still new Rebellions try, 
Their Souls ſhall pine with envious Rage, 
And vex away, and die. 
VII, 
Almighty Grace defends our Land 
From their malicious Pow'r ; 
Let Britain with united Songs 
Almighty Grace adore. 


T 


410 HY M N CXCV, cxcvl. 


Cxcv. Long Metre. 


God's merciful Appearance for Great Britain 
gratefully owned. 


For the Fifth of November. 


I, 
PR to the Logo, whoſe mighty Hand, 
So oft revcal'd, hath ſav'd our Land; 
And when united Nations roſe, ; | 
Hath ſham'd and ſcourg'd our haughtieſt Foes. 
| U. 


While for our Princes they prepare 

In Caverns deep a burning Snare, 

He hot from Heav'n a piercing Ray, 

And the dark Treach'ry brought to Day. 
111, 

Such great Deliv*rance Gop hath wrought, 

And down to us Salvation brought ; 

And ſtill the Care of guardian Heav'n, 


Secures the Bliſs itſelf hath giv'n. 
IV. 


In thee we truſt, almighty Loxoy, 
Continu'd Reicue to afford ; 

Still be thy pow'rful Arm made bare, 
For all thy Servants Hopes are there. 


CXCVI. Long Metre. 
The Righterus exalted by Gov. 
Fir the Fifth of November. 


l. 
O three, moſt holy, and moſt high, 
To thee we bring our thankful Praiſe ; 
Thy Works declare thy Name is nigh, 
Thy Works of Wonder and of Grace. 
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| 1 
Britain was doom'd to be a Slave; 
Her Frame diſſolv'd, her Fears were great, 
When God a new Supporter gave, 
To bear the Pillars of the State, 
| II, 
He from thy Hand receiv'd his Crown, 
And {ware to rule by wholeſom Laws; 
His Feet ſhall tread th' Oppreſſor down, 
His Arm defend the righteous Cauſe. 
IV. 
Let haughty Sinners ſink their Pride, 
Nor lift ſo high their ſcornful Head ; 
But lay their fooliſh I houghts aſide, 
And own the King that Gop hath made. 
v. 
Such Honours never come by Chance, 
Nor do the Winds Promotion blow ; 
*Tis Gop, the Judge, doth ore advance, 
Tis Gop that lays another low. 
VI, 
Now ſhall the Lorp exalt the Juſt 
And while he tramples on the Proud, 
And lays their Glory in the Duſt, 
My Lips ſhall ſing his Praiſe aloud, 


CXCVII. Long Metre. 


The great Condeſcenſion of Gop. 
1. 
P to the LorD, that reigns on high, 
And views the Nations trom atar, 
Let everlaſting Praiſes fly, 
And tell how large his Bounties are, 
T 2 
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IT, 
Gov, that muſt ſtoop to view the Skies, 
And bow to ſee what Angels do, 
Down to our Earth he caſts his Eyes, 


And bends his Footſteps downwards too. 
11, 


He over-rules all mortal Things, 
And manages our mean Affairs; 
On humble Souls the King of Kings 


Beſtows his Counſels and his Cares. 
IV. 


Our Sorrows and our Tears we pour 
Before the Mercy of our Gop ; 

He hears us in the mournful Hour, 
And helps us bear the * Load. 


In vain might lofty Pritcks try 
Such Condeſcenſion to perform; 
For Worms were never rais'd ſo high 


Above their meaneſt fellow- Worm. 
V1. 


O could our thankful Hearts deviſe 

A Tribute equal to thy Grace ! 

To the third Heav'n our Songs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden Harps thy Praile, 


CXCVIII. Common Metre. 
On Occafi;n of a dreadful Tire, 


: N 

ETA Gop, cur humbled Souls 

Before thy Preſence bow 

With all thy Magazines of Wrath, 
How terrible art thou! 
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II. 
Fann'd by thy Breath whole Sheets of Flame 
Do like a Deluge pour; 
And all our Confidence of Wealth 
Lies molder'd in an Hour. 
n.. 
Led on by thee in horrid Pomp, 
Deſtruction rears its Head; 
And blackned Walls, and ſmoking Heaps, 


T hro' all the Streets are ſpread. 
Iv. 


Lokp, in the Duſt we lay us down, 
And mourn thy righteous Ire; 
Yet bleſs the Hand of guardian Love, 


That ſnarch'd us from the Fire. 
v 


O may we view with dauntleſs Eyes 
The laft tremendous Day, 


When Earth and Seas, and Stars and Skies, 
In Flames ſhall melt away ! 


CXCIX. Long Metre. 
The Hand of the Logp upon the Calile. 


. 
T HE Creatures, Lon p, confeſs thy Hand. 
Thro* Earth and Sky, thro' Sea and Land; 
And all their meaneſt Orders ſhare 
Their Maker's Pity and his Care. 
II, 
O look from thy exalted Throne, 
And hear our panting Cattle mone ! 
Prone o'er th* untaſted Food they lie, 
Grone out their Agonies, and die. 


7 3 
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111, | + 
What have theſe harmleſs Creatures done, 
To draw this ſore Chaſtiſement down ? 
Tis human Guilt for Veng'ance calls, 
And heavy on the Herds it falls. 

IV. 
From them-to us the Stroke might paſs, 
And mow down thouſands of our Race, 
Till Delolation reign'd around, 


Our Cities void, untill'd our Ground. 
OS 


Prevent the Ruin by thy Grace, 

And melt our Hearts to ſeek thy Face; 
Bleit Fruit of thy cortecting Rod, 

To loſe our Beaſts, and find our Gop 


CC. As the cxr viii Pſalm, 
GOD the Giver of Fruilful Seaſons. 


I, 
ARK the ſoft falling Snow, 
And the diffuſive Rain, 
To Heav'n, from whence it fell, 
It turns not back again ; 
But waters Earth 
Thro' ev'ry Pore, 
And calls forth all 
Its ſecret Store. 


IL, 
Aray'd in beauteous Green 
The Hills and Valleys ſhine ; 
And Man and Beaſt are fed 


By Providence divine : 


„ CH +469 
The Harveſt bows 
Its golden Ears, 
The copious Seed 
Of future Years. 
111, 
So, ſaith the Gop of Grace, 
My Goſpel ſhall deſcend, 
Moſt mighty to effect 
The Purpoſe I intend ; 
Millions of Souls 
Shall feel its Pow'r, 
And bear it down 
To Millions more. 
IV, 
Joy ſhall begin your March, 
And Peace protect your Ways, 
While all the Mountains round 
Echo melodious Praiſe ; 
The vocal Groves 
Shall ſing the Gop, 
And ev'ry Tree 
Conſenting nod. 


CCI. Long Metre. 


On the Acceſſion of King GEORGE I. to the 
| Britiſh Throne, 


For the Firſt of Auguſt, 
I, 8 
Q 1x0, Britons, with triumphant Voice, 
With Shouts of Joy in Gop rejoice 3 
He with propitious Eye look'd on, 
To ſee our Sov'reign mount his Throne. 
T 4 
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11, 
At his Approach Impoſture fled, 
Black Treaſon hung its guilty Head ; 
But Truth and Right with him ſat down, 


They fill his Throne, and form his Crown, 
11, 


Secure we dwell beneath his Shade, 
Of Jawleis Wrong no more afraid; 
Right, Law, Religion he maintains, 
And keeps us ſafe from Racks and Chains. 
0 w. 
Let all who his juſt Cauſe approve, 
In loyal Shouts expreſs their Love; 
And to our God their Tribute pay 
Of Praiſe on this auſpicious Day. 
v. 


For ever let us magnify 

The Pow'r and Grace of Gop moſt High, 
Who on his King vouchſafes to ſmile, 
Pleas'd to ſecure and bleſs our Iſle. 


CCII. Common Metre. 
Succeſs in War acknowledged to come from Gon. 


For the Thankſgiving-Day, appointed 
. November 29, 1759. 


I. 
() May the joyful Voice of Praiſe 
Reſound from Shore to Shore; 
And diſtant Lands, and diff*ring Climes, 
{he Gop of Hoſts adore ! 
II, 
3ut moſt, ye Britons, laud his Name, 
His Pow'r, his Goodneſs own : 


r MN QA. - a7 


For bright on Britain's favour'd Race 
His Mercy ſtill has ſhone. 
In. 
How late before his high-rais'd Throne, 
With anxious Dread ye mourn'd ! 
How ſoon his ready Aid appear'd, 
And chearful Hope return'd ! 
. 
He bid his choſen Chiefs ariſe, 
To curb the Rage of War; 
With ſmiling Conqueſt bleſt their Steps, 
And chas'd your ev'ry Care. 
v. 
With glad Succeſs your Arms he crown'd, 
But ſunk th- Oppreſſor low ; 
Nor circling Seas, nor guarded Tow'rs 
Avail'd the trembling Foe: 
VI. 
*T'is Gop who drives bold Faction fas, 
And knits your Souls as one; 
'Tis he who builds a Nation's Fame, 
Or pulls her Glory down, 
x Vi 
O then in Vows and ſacred Songs, 
Ye Britons, grateful join, 
Thus reſcu'd of the Lok, declare: 
Your Helper is divine, 


— — 
— — — - 
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| CCIII. As the cx111” Pſalm. 


| The peculiar Bleſſings of Great-Britain 
| aſcribed io G op, 


For the Thankſgiving-Day, appointed 
November 29, 1759. 


| 1 | 
SAR; ſhould we ſearch the Globe around, 
Where can ſuch Happineſs be found 
As dwells in Britain's favour'd Iſle? 
Here Plenty reigns; here Freedom ſheds 
Her choiceft Bleſſings on our Heads, 
And bids our bleakeſt Mountains ſmile. 
| " WT 
Here Commerce ſpreads the wealthy Store 
That comes from ev'ry foreign Shore; 
Science and Art their Charms diſplay; 
Religion gives us, here to raiſe 
Our Voices to our Maker's Praiſe, 
As Truth and Conſcience point the Way. 


III. 
When France, from Pride and Envy, plann'd 
The Ruin of our bliſsful Land, 
Here Vict'ry arm'd her choſen Race; 
Go forth, my valiant Sons, ſhe ſaid, 
Go ſtrike the haughty Gaul with Dread, 
And triumph in his deep Diſgrace. 
IV 


Theſe are thy Gifts, almighty King! 
From thee our matchleſs Bleſſings ſpring. 
The extended Trade, the fruitful Skies, 
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The Raptures Liberty beſtows, 


Th' eternal Joys the Goſpel ſhews, 
All from thy boundleſs Goodneſs riſe. 
v 


From thee, the Zeal and Spirit came 
That did our Patriot Chiefs inflame; 

Their Skill, their Courage, all are thine. 
Our daring Troops with Glory crown'd, 
Tell to the wond'ring Nations round, 


The Hand that leads us is divine. 
VI, 


With grateful Hearts, with gladſom Tongues, 
To Gop we raiſe triumphant Songs; 

His Pow'r, his Mercy, we proclaim, 
At length, ye faithleſs Tyrants, own 
Jenovan here hath fix'd his Throne, 


And tremble at his awful Name, 
VII. 


Long as the Moon her Courſe ſhall run, 
Or Man behold the circling Sun, 
O ſtill may Gop in Britain reign ! 
Still crown her Armies with Succeſs, 
With Peace and Joy her Borders bleſs, 
And all her ſacred Rights maintain, X. 


CCIV. Common Metre. 
For the Lok D's Supper. 


I, 
QWerr is the Mem'ry of thy Grace, 
My God, my heav'nly King; 
Let Age to Age thy Righteouſneſs 
In Sounds of Glory ſing, 


' 
[ 
: 
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| 


8 The END. 
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n. 
Gop reigns on high, but not confines 
His Goodneſs to the Skies; 


Thro' the whole World his Bounty ſhines, 


And ev'ry Want ſupplies. 
| UP 
But O, thy Love to guilty Man 
Demands our higheſt Praiſe ! 
Jesvs fulfils the gracious Plan 
Thy wiſer Counſel lays. . 
Iv. + 
The kind Compaſſion thou haſt ſhown, 
Which wond'ring Angels view, 
Has brought Salvation from the Throne, 
When Vengeance was our Due. 
v. 
Creatures, with all their endleſs Race, 
Thy Pow'r and Praiſe proclaim; 
But we, who taſte thy richer Grace, 
Shall moſt exalt thy Name. 
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to particular SUBJECTS or OCCASIONS, 
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A OP 2 ION, 346. 
AFFLICTED and 
tempted, Chriſt's Com- 
paſſion to them, 354. 

AFFLICTIONsSComplain- 
ed of, 215. divine Di- 
rection in themdeſired, 
214. moderated, 137, 

186. ſanRified, 175. 
Support and Profit, 
172, 314, 354- 

1 Sainte RefileQion 
and Hope, 88, 

A1.L-SEEING God, 205, 

ANGELS, their Miniſtry 
to Chriſt and Saints, 


Ascgnsion of Chriſt, 
47, 65, 152, 357- 
ASSISTANCE, divine, ac- 

knowledged, 216. de- 
ſired, 176. 
ATTRIBUTES of God, 
52, 56, 57. See God, 
Perfections. 


| 


| 


B . 
BLes51nc of God 
on worldly Affairs, 
188. 5 Proſ- 
perity and Joy, 
ker of the Grit 
tian Life, 321. Fami- 
ly, 189. of the Goſ- 
pel, 121, 341. of the 
pious and charitable, 
154. of the Spring, 82. 
temporal, 86, 418. 
Book of Nature and 
Scripture, 38, 53. 
BounTy,divine, crowns 
the Year, 81. 
BRITAIN's God praiſed, 
84, 407. for Deliver- 
ance, 408. for peculiar 
Bleſſings, 418. 
BROTHERLYLove, 195, 
196. 
BURIAL and Death of a 
Saint, 288. 


Business of Life bleſt, 


188. 


C 
Cnr of God over his 
Saints, 54, 83, 145, 
146, 221, 270, 279. 
CATTLE, the Hand of 
God upon them, 413. 
CHARITY, the Proper- 


ties of it, 263. Bleſs- 


ings of it, 154. 
CHilLDREN,little,Chriſts 
Regard to them, 337. 
devoted to God, 353. 

. inſtructed, 118. 
CHrisT, his Agonies, 
362, his Aſcenſion, 47, 
65,152,357. hisBirth, 
340. the Bread of Life, 
362. his Character and 
tices, 326, 369. his 
Comingand Kingdom, 


92, 106, 127, 307, 329, 
346, 373. compaſſion- 


ate Invitation, 379, 


384. his Crucifixion, | 
339, 351. his Death, | 


351, 362, 373, 376. 
his Dominion, 65, 37 3. 


our Example, 151, 372. 


Faith in him, 73. his 


HFumiliation and Exal- 
tation, 376. his Incar- 
nation, 105.our Judge, 
67, 68,307. his King 
dom, 65, 92, 106, 152. 


332, 338, 343, 356, 
357. the Lamb of God, 


nemies, 15 1. Love to 


343, 375 his Love to 
him, 349. Memorial of 


FN DEX. 


him, 348, 367. his 
Names and Titles, 
324. his Offices, 326, 
369. his Prieſthood, 
152, 346. his Reſur- 
rection, 163, 338, 344, 
356, 357. his Sufter- 
ings, 351, 362, 373. 
the Sun of Righteouſ- 
neſs, 327. 
CHRISTIAN, hisCharac- 
terand Qualifications, 
11, 12, 40, 47. dying, 
258.hisdyingFarewel, 
243. his Joy, 34. his 
high Regard to Chriſt, 
337,378. his good Re- 
ſofutions, 133. Reli- 
gion, its Excellency, 
328. Virtues, 283. 
Watchful, 383. pre- 
pared for Death, 319. 
CHURCH, Gop preſent 
in it, 116, 193. his 
Houſe and Care, 198, 
GSood's Protection of it, 
64, 408. going to it, 
182. its Safety in nati- 
onal Deſolations, 63. 
is the Safety and Ho- 
nour of a < Bragg 66. 
ComMFoRT and Holineſs 
from the Word of 
God, 277. 
COMMUNION with God 
and Chriſt, 331. 
COMPLAINT under 
Temptations, 117. 
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CONSCIENCE, good, the 
Pleaſures o* it, 300. 
tender, 171. 

CovEN AN r, ſupportfrom 


it under 1 rouble, 314. DELAYIN G Sinners 


new, in the Blood of! 
Chriſt, 365. 
CouRAGE in Death, 13. 
CREATION, Works ot, 
29, 37, 38. and Pro- 
vidence, 131, 132, 141, 
200, 293. and Preſer- 
vation of this World, 
294295 
CREATURES, mutable, 
135. all exhorted to 
praiſe God, 226, 227, 
© EE 
Cross of Chriſt, Cruci- 
fixion to the World 


by it, 364. glorying 
in it, 365, 378. 
YZ 
NG ERS public, 


D* 
and Preſervation, 
104, 123. 225 
Darn, conquered by 
Views of the heavenly 
State, 291, and Burial 
of a Saint, 288. and E- 
ternity, 296. of Friends 
306. and Glory, 303. 
and Judgment, 309. 
of the Righteous, 316. 
the Saints View of it, 
319. prepared for it, 
9. old Age and the 


2 


|DzLI1GuT in God's Go- 


andSickneſs, 253. Sup- 
port in the Proſpect of 
it, 255. Victory over 
it, 374. 


warned, 6. 


vernment, 22, 24. and 
Safety in God, 515, 
104, 123. in divine 
Worſhip, 95,115,181. 
DELIVER ANCE byPray- 
er, 126. national, 184, 
185. providential, 147, 
259. 
DEPENDENCE and 
Hope, 187. on God 
neceſſary, 289. 
DESOLATIONs national, 
the Church's Safety 
and Triumph in them, 
63. 

DEvoT10N, daily, 72. 
and nightly, 197. 
Dirie ENck intheChriſ- 

tian Race, 312. 
Dix EC TIN and Par- 

don, 48. 
DwELLIinNG with God, 


Il, I2, 46, 47+ 


FArLY Piety, the Im- 
portance of it, 386, 
EFFus1oN of the Spirit, 


| 370. ; 
Enemies diſappointed, 


I 
Refurreaion, 87, 98, | 


408, overcome, 40. 


IN D E X. 


Love to them, 151. 
ErgRNIT , and Death, 

296. of God, 99. and 

Frailty of Life, 286. 


EAM LE of Chriſt and! 
his Servants, 372. 


Flurn in 
Repentance, 71. in 
the Power and Grace 
of God, 75. of Things 
unſeen, 318. 
FAITHFULNEss of God, 
I20, 220, 221, 302, 
304. See God. 
FamiLy Bleſſings, 189. 
FasT-Days, Hymns 
for, 42, 40J, 404z 
411, 412. 
FAaTHERLY Protection, 


239. 
FEAR of God, 171. 
FE asT, the Goſpel, 356. 
Fire, the Deſolations 
of it, 412. 
ForGivENness of Sins, 
48, 51, 71. 
8 of Man, 
the Wiſdom and Power 
of God therein, 206, 
211. 
FRAILTVY of Life an 
approaching Eternity, 
286. and Folly, 285. 
andShortneſs, io. and 
Vanity of human Life, 
100, 252, 296. 


F 


Chriſt and 


FRIENDSHI and Peace, 
the Sources of Happi- 
neſs, 195, 196. 

FUNERAL Thoughts, 
62, 98, 99, 121, 122, 
288. See Death, Re- 
ſurrection. 


G 
8 Lox X, divine a- 
bove our Reaſon, 
271. of Chriſt, 332, 
363, 376. See Chriſt, 
of the Saints, 345. in 
the Croſs of Chriſt, 

364. 

God, all in all, 189. all- 
ſeeing, 205. awful, 
271. Sec Attributes. His 

Being and Perſfections, 

15, 17, 56. our con- 

Rant Benefactor, 267. 

his Care of the Saints, 

54, 83, 221, 270, 272, 

279. gentle Chaſtiſe- 

ment, 136, 137. the 

Creator, 15, 17, 27, 

29, 30, 37» 38, 131, 

132, 141, 226, 231, 

233, 293. his Com- 

paſſion, 135,136,140. 

his Condeſcenhon, 16, 

29, 36, 155, 217, 270, 

411. our Defence, 63, 

104,113,123, 148,177. 

Delight and Safety in 


q 


| 


him, 5 1. Dominion ſu- 
Preme, 22, 24z 31, 


IND £3 


125, 142, 250, 264. 


eternal, 281. and So- 
vereign,125. and Man 
mortal, 99. his Faith- 
fulneſs, 120,220,221, 
302, 304, 310. our 
Father, 266, 392. and 
Protector, 239, 245- 
the Fountain of all 
Good, 320. Glory, 
16. 26. 27s 29, Jr. 
and Power, 97, 155. 
glorified, 249. Good- 
neſs, 16, 26, 32, 36, 
130, 145, 231, 230, 
237. and Mercy, 210, 
260. and Shortneſs of 
Life, 301. and Truth, 
220. Grace and Pro- 
vidence, 74. in the 
whole Frame of Na- 
ture, 248, Grace and 
Mercy, 390. Nature 
and Providence, 223. 
in Redemption, 203, 
261, 350. his Great- 
neſs, 15, 25, 27, 29, 
It, 248, 229, 231; 
hearing Prayer, 80, 
112, 114, 219. Love, 
145, 146, 229, Ma- 
jeſty, 155. 212, 229, 
231, 246. Mercy, 26, 
118, 135, 136, 240, 
272. and Grace, 390. 
and Truth, 202, leads 
to Repentance, 317. 
manifeſted in national 


| 


Deliverance, 184, 185, 
406, 408. his Name a 
Foundation of Truft, 
242. his Perfections 
and Providence, 57, 
129, 221, 222, 223, 
414. the Portion of the 
Upright, 89, 244. his 
Power and Majeſty, 
97, 155. and Grace, 
75, 129. Praiſe due to 
him,not to Idols, 198, 
201, 240, 247. his 
Preſence our Support 
and Joy, 14, 43, 45+ 
our ſupreme Felicity, 
116.inhisChurch, 130, 
193. univerſal, 209, 
204. our Preſerver, 
148, 177, 178, 180, 
241, 394. his Promiſe 
our Security, 302, 304. 
Protection from him, 
18, 74, 123,177, 178, 
221,245,395. and In- 
fluence, 174. our Re- 
ceemer, 203, 261 the 
Refuge of his People, 
63, 113, 123, 158, 
245- our. Safety and 
Help,212. the Search- 
er of our Hearts, 208, 
277. ourShepherd, 14, 
43, 45. Sight of him 
weans from the Earth, 
299. his Sovereignty, 
36, 112, 125, 156, 
230, 246. the Sove- 


reign Good, 236. 
Truſt in him, 18, 33, 
204. Wiſdom in his: 
Works, 141,153,211. 
to be worſhipped with 
Reverence, 130. 
GosPEL, its Bleflings, 
121, 341. its Glory | 
and Succeſs, 10. Mi- 
niſtry, its Inſtitution 
and Duties, 399, 400. 
Unfruitfulneſs under 
its Privileges, 284. 
GovERNMENT from 
God, 410. | 
GRACE, divine and Pow- 
er truſted in, 33, 75, 
216. pardoning, 48, 
192. preſerving, 204. 
264, 276. reſtoring, 
43,45, 204. theSource 
of Salvation, 324, 342, 
350 perfected in Glo- 
„ 333 
GRATITUDE for Bleſs- 
. ings, 251, 265. See 
| T hankſgiving. 
H 


H* 
2, 3 
HApPIN Ess, future, its 
ſublime Excellency, 
334+ the Hope of it 


juſt Grounds of pre- 
ſent Joy, 305. ſupreme, 
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ö 


PPY Saint and] 
wretched Sinner, 


derived from the Pre- 


ſence of God, 116. pre- 
pared for the Righte- 
 0us, 46, 47, 335» 345. 
ARVEST, its Bleſſings, 
79, 81, 187,223, 224. 

HATRED, and “Love, 356. 

HEALTH, Sickneſs, and 
Recovery, 107, 108, 
109, 135, 136. 

HEART known to God, 
208. 

HEAVEN, promiſed to 
the Righteous, 11,12, 
46, 475334» 335,345. 
the Object of their ar- 
dent Deſire, 101, 344, 
360. Qualifications for 
it, IT, 12, 46, 47, 334. 
the Views of it the 
Means of conquering 
Death, 291. 

HokixEss and Grace, 
380. and Peace, 55. 
defired, 170, profeſs- 
ed, 165. 

Hor and Dependence, 

187. in evil Times, 

190. and Prayer, 49. 

revailing over the 

DejeRions of Sorrow, 
91. of the Reſurrec- 
tion, 13, 319, 360. 

Hos AN NA, to Chriſt, 
329. | 

HuMILIATION, andEx- 
altation of Chriſt, 376. 
and Repentance or 
national Sins, 403. 


1.AN-:iD {E, 2X: 


Humility and Submiſ- 
ſion, 193, 

HyPockiITEs condemn- 
ed, 68. 


1 
Es us, See Chriſt, 
Meſſiah, Redeemer. 
1GNoRANCEandUnfruit- 
* fulneſs, 284. 

INCARNATION, of 

Chriſt, 105, 340. 
INFLUENCE, divine, 
needful, 174. | 
InsTITUTION of the 
Lord's Supper, 348. 

— 
InsTRUCTION,divine 33, 
49. deſired, 169, 268. 
from Sctipture, 166, 
167. in Piety, 55, 118. 
Joy, carnal parted with, 
292. heavenly upon 

Earth, 297, 300. 
IsRAEL faved from E- 
gypt, and brought to 
Canaan, 146, 157. 


- 


| 


Miracles attending his | 


Journey through the 
Wilderneſs, 157: 
JopouENT-DAx, 67, 


I05. and Death, 309. 


expected, 307. Seat, 
Wrath and Mercy 
from it, 111. Chriſt 
coming to it, 307. Be- 


lief of a future Judg- 


| 
| 


ment, a Reſtraint on 


youthfu] Luſts, 385. 


Klee. d 


NG William and 
King George, 410. 


KinGpom of Chriſt, 65, 


92, 106, 332. See 
Chriſt of God, 22, 24, 
125, 129. See God. 
KNnowLEDGE divine, the 
Spread of it, 268. from 
Scripture, 166, 167. 
and Faith in Chriſt, 


103. 

LI of God, 375. 

a Viſion of him, 343, 
Cee Chriſt. 

Law of God, Delight in 
it, 167. 2 2 
LiBERALITY rewarded, 

I 54, 202. 3 
LIrE, ſhort and frail, 
102, 286. and the 
Goodneſsof God, 301. 
to be improved, 309. 
Lorp's-Day Morning, 

35, 76, 163, 356. 

See Chriſt, Reſurrec- 

tion. Supper, 348, 351, 

352,375, 419. Table, 

Invitation to it, 352. 
Love eſſential to the 

Chriſtian Character, 


L 


355. Religion vain 


without it, 381. and 


IN DUE X. 


| acknowledged, 


192. 
Hatred, 356. to Ene-| ſupplication for 1 5 
mies, 151. to God, |Mess1an, 326, 369. 
18, 299. and our; S Chrift. 
Neighbour, 382. of|MinisTer, his Death 
God, better than Life, | improved, 401. his 


77. the greateſt Bleſs- 
ing, 189. tothe Righ- 
teous, 1, 2, 3, 26, 32, 
136, 280. in giving 
his Son, 350. 
Luxuxv puniſhed, 119. 


M 


Ms, his Formation 


wonderful, 206, 
his Miſery without 


God in the World, | 


287. his Vanity as 
mortal, 62, 100. God 
eternal, 99, 112. 
ARINERS Gratitude 
for divine Preſervati- 
on, 147, 148, 394. 
ELANCHOLY aſſault- 
ing, and Hope prevail- 
ing, 91. | 
Memoriar of Chriſt's 
Death, 367. See 
Lord's-Supper. 
Memory weak, 284. 
Ma ciEs recorded, 118, 
135, 136. national, 
406, 408. ſpiritual and 
temporal, 139. lead to 
| Repentance, 317. 
Mercy of God, 26 
118, 136, See God. 


Duties, 400. Ordina- 
tion, 193, 400. and 
Settlement, 402. 
 MinisTRy, Goſpel, its 
Inſtitution, 399. 
Mix AcxkEs in the Wil- 
derneſs, 83, 146, 157. 
| yy -« NING of the Lord's 
ay, 35 6. 
r of Man, 
62,99, 100. and God's 
Eternity, 99, 122. 
MuTaAsBiLitY of the 
Creation, 135. 


N 
N AT1oN, its Ho- 
nour and Safety in 
the Church, 66. bleſt, 
and puniſhed, 149. 
NATIONAL Deliveran- 
ces, 184,185,406. De- 
ſolations,theChurches 
Safety in them, 63. 
Happineſs celebrated, 
407, 410. Proſperity 
defired, 85. Sins be- 
wailed, 403. 
NATIVITY 85 Chriſt, 
105, 340. 
NATURE, the Goodneſs 
of God in the Frame 


IN DU 


of it, 248. and Grace, 
53: and Scripture, 7, 
10, 38. of Man, 206, 
211. 

NEIGHBOUR, and God 
loved, 11, 12, 299, 
382. 

New Covenant, 365. 

New Year's Day, Gra- 
titude and Devotion 

for it, 130, 286, 301, 

—98. 

Novemben. the Fifth, 
63, 162, 184, 185, 
408, 410. 


O 


()S2Dprunci to 
God, profeſſed, 164, 
275. to Chriſt's Com- 
mands, 380. 
Orricks and Titles-of 
Chriſt, 324, 326, 340, 
6 


\ 3 , 

Os Anh. Death, and 
the Reſurtection, 87, 
98. 1 
OnnipoTENCE, Omni- 

preſence, Omniſci- 

ence, | See God. 

Os DINAN CES, See 
Lord's Supper, Wor- 
ſhip. 

OgDIxATION of a Mi- 
niſter, 399, 400. 


P 
P An vox and Di- 
rection, 33, 48. and 
Mercy, 21, 51, 69, 
70, 91, 192. 
Peace and Friendſhip, 
195, 196, and Holi- 
_ nels, 55, 380. and 
Grace by Chriſt, 359. 
PENITENTs, God's 
Mercy pleaded by 
them, 69, 70, 214, 
215, 239. 
PERFECT3ONS, divine, 
56,57 293,313 391. 
See God. 


IEA v, early, its Import- 


ance, 386. Inſtructi- 
ons therein, 49, 55. 

PLEADING without re- 
proving, 183. for Par- 
don, 71, 239. 

PLEASURES, carnal, re- 
nounced 292. of a good 
Conſcience, 51, 300, 
of Religion, 297, of 
divine Worſhip, 51, 
93» 9+ 95,115, 144, 
181, 182. 

Poor, Charity to them, 
154, 262. God their 
Guardian and Sup- 
port, 269. 


Por ro of Saints, 165. 


and Sinners, 1, 13, 58, 
60. God our Portion 
here and hereafter, 89. 


Powen of God, 129. 


I DE I. 


PRAISsE, for Creation, 
27, 29, 35» 52, 131, 
132, 141, 201, 227, 
231, 293. Protection, 
74. Redemption, 35. 
Recovery from Sick- 
neſs, 159. temporal 
and ſpiritual Mercies, 


83, 86, 114,135, 129, | 


145, 160, 162, 218, 
220, 221, 223, 229. 


univerſal, 34, 127, 
161, 226, 323. 
PRA YER, heard, 80, 


112, 114, 219. under 
Affliction, 134. in the 
Time of Diſtreſs, 61. 
of War, 42. and Hope, 
49. for Pardon, 5 1. for 
divine Protection, 54, 
73, 74. and Praiſe for 
Great Britain, 84. 
PRESENCE of God, our 
Safety and Help, 212. 
our 6 and Joy, 
14, 43, 45. our ſu- 
preme Felicity, 116. in 
his Church, 116, 130. 

PRESERVATION, divine, 
148, 177, 274, 392, 
850 daily, 177-180. 

ce God — of the 
World, 295, 

PRIDE and Wrath oppo- 
ſite to the Chriſtian 
Character, 383. 

PRIVILEOES, Goſpel. 


121, 341. Unfruitful- 


| 


neſs under them, 284. 
PRoMIsEs, divine, our 
Security, 302, 304. 
God's faithfulneſs in 
them, 120, 310. 
PROSPERITY and Hap- 
pineſs of the Righte- 
ous, 28. and Joy from 
the Bleſſing of God, 
316. vain, 287. 
PROTECTION, divine, 
Prayer and Praiſe for 
it, 74, 75. Truth and 
Grace, „5. by Day and 
Night, 177—180. 
PRovIDENCE, its Wiſ— 
dom and Equity, 111, 
112,129.andCreation, 
52, 57, 79, 81. and 
Grace, 53, 57,223. its 
Myſtery unfolded, gc. 
the Protection of the 
Righteous, 123, 221. 
Truſt and Hope in it, 
73. Submiſſion to it in 
Affliction, 290 record- 
ed, 63, 118, 135, 136, 
162, 184, 406, 408. 
in Air, Earth, and Sea, 
79, 81, 82, 187, 222, 
224, 394 
PSALM, for the firſt of 
Auguſt, 410, 415. for 
Lord's Day, 7, 8, 35, 


93,95, 103, 124, 129, 
130, 144, 145, 163, 
181, 182, 193, 195, 
198, 204, 276. Mon- 


IN DEX 


ing, 7, 8, 35 for Faſt 
Days, 42, 403. 404, 
411, 412. for a Fune- 
ral, 61, 62, 121, 122, 
285, 286, 290, 291, 
296, 301, 303, 305 
306, 307, 316, 319, 
334, 335, 336, 344» 
345, 340, 369, 361. 


for ariners, 147, 
394. Morning and E- 
vening, 197, 212, 267. 
before Prayer, 4, 35. 
before Sermon, 5, 6. 
November the Fifth, 
63, 162, 184, 185, 
408, 410. Time of 
War, 42, 112, 113. 
PuBsLic Worſhip, at- 
tended on, 181, 182. 
the Advantages and 
Pleaſures of it, 93, 94, 
- 95, 115, 116. Thanks 
for private Deliver- 
ance, 160. 
PUNISHMENT of Luxu- 
ry, 119. of Nations, 
139. of Sinners, 13, 
73; 111. 
PuRPosts, holy, 133, 


173. 
UALIFICATIoNs of 
4 a Chriſtian, 11,12, 
46,47. the Happineſs 
thence reſulting, 262 


QuICKENING Grace, 


174. 


| 


R 
Ack, Chriſtian, 
273, Diligence in 
t. 412. 


R 


ann fruit ful Showers, 


the Gift of Provi- 
dence, 79, 81, 82, 198, 
2237 414. 

Recovery from Sick- 
nels, 107, 108, 109, 
159, 31 

1 his Cha- 
recter and Offices, 

324, 326, 346, 369. 
his Sufferings and 
Death contemplated 
and remembered, 351, 
352. See Chriſt. 

REDEMPTION, Praiſe to 
God and Chriſt for it, 
344, 308. 

REFUGE of the Righte- 
ous, the true God, 158. 

RELATIVE Duties, 258 
12, 46. 

RELIGION, chriſtian, its 
Excellency, 328. Suc- 
ceſs, 370. religious 
Education, 55. 

RESOLUTILONS, 
133, 173, 389. 

REPENTANCE profeſſed, 
21, 192. and Faith in 
Chriſt, 71. Mercies of 
God lead to it, 317. 


holy, 


See God, Mercy, Par- 
don 


1 N D E x. 


RESsTORATION of the 
World, 295. 

RESsUZRECTIoN, the 
Hope of it, 13. and 
Death, 98. and old 
Age, 87. and Hope of 
Heaven, 344, 360. of 
Chriſt, 338, 356. 


REVERENCE in Wor- 


ſhip, 130. 
RicHTEous, the Ob 
jects of divine Care 

and Compaſſion, 136, 

137. guarded by al- 

mighty Power, 215, 

241. their Salvation 

from God, 113. their 

Way known to him, 

256. Truſt and De- 

pendence en his Care 

and Protection, 315 

their Proſperity and 

Happineſs, 28, 165. 

their Blefledneſs, 164. 

and Excellency, 389. 

encourage themſelves 

in God, 315. prepar 
ed to die, 319. happy 
in death, 316. Hea- 


| 


ven prepared for them, 


11, 12, 46, 47, 334 
35. their Way, and 


Ind, 1, 1 3, 60, 280. 


8 BATH, eternal, 


335 
SACRIFIGE, living, 388. 


SAFETY in public Diſ- 
eaſes and Dangers, 
104. and Help from 
God, 212. 

SAINTS, their Adoption, 
346. Conflicts, and Re- 
wards, 361. Commu- 
nion with God and 
Chriſt, 331. Death and 
Burial, 288, their 
Hope,13.God'sCareof 
them, 54. lovely in his 
Sight, 222. their View 


of Death and Glory, 


319. their ſublime Re- 


ward, 58, 280, 345, 


301. 
SALVATION, its Excel- 


lency, 121. from di- 
vine Grace, 324, 342. 
SCRIPTURE, holy, In- 


ſtruction from it, 166. 


Delight in it, 168. 
Excellency, 8, 330. 
and Variety, 169. com- 
pared with the Book 
of Nature, 7, 38. 

SE Aso sof the Vear, 224. 


SEAMAN's Song, 147, 


148, 394 
SEARCHING our Ways, 
278, God the Search- 
er of our Thoughts, 
208, 277. 
SECRET Devotion, 72. 
SECURITY in the Pro- 


| miſes, 302. 
| SET TLE- 
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SETTLEMENT of a Mi- 
niſter, 402. 


SEEKING God, 76, 78. 
SELF - EXAMINATION, 
170, 171, 278, 
SEPARATE Souls in 
Heaven, 13, 319. 
SHEPHERD of Saints is 
God, 14, 43, 45. 
SHIPWRECK prevented, 


147, 148, 394. 
SHORTNEssof Life, 285, 


286, 2 . and G 7 
neſs O God, 301. 
SickNESs improved, 67. 


313. and Death, 253, 


255. 

SIN: confeſſed and par- 
doned, 69, 70. 
SINFUL . Pleaſures for- 

ſaken, 292. 

SINNER$,delayingwarn- 
ed, 6. their End and 
Portion, 1, 4, 13, 58, 
60, 280. 

Sr AI and Sion, 371 
aſking the Way to 
Sion, 387. 

W com- 
plained of, 282. 

Sok ROS removed, 10% 

SPIRIT, holy, poured 


out, 370. 

SPRING, the Bleſſing: 
of it, $2, 

STORM and Thunder. 
ITO, 


| þ 314+. 


E X. 

titude, 265. and Hu- 
mility, 193. and Pati- 
ence, 183, 290. 


Success of the Goſpel, 


10. 


SUFFERINGS and Death 
of Chriſt, 351, 362, 


364, 373. | 


SUPPLICANT, the Peni- 
tent, 69, 70, 191, 192. 


SUPPORT and Counſel 
48. fromhis Covenant, 


Tun, Lord's, In- 
vitation to it, 347, 
348. See Lord. 
TEMrrAriods com- 
plained of, 117. tempt- 
ed, Chriſt's Compaſ- 
ſion to them, 354. 


lic, for private Mer- 


rious Bleſſings, 251, - 


261. See Praiſe. 
FTrouGnrTs, 
- Searcher of them, 277. 
THUNDER and Storm, 
"310: | 


Chriſt, 324. 

FRIUMPH and Safety pf 
the Church in natio- 
nal Deſolations, 63. at 
the laſt Day, 24. 


SUBMISSION and Gra- 


TROUBLE, 9 un- 


from God, IQ, 33, 453 - 


THANKSGIVING, pub- 


God the 


FirLEes and Names of 


<> — — ——— — — _ * o 


der it, 314. See Af- 


flictions. 
Tuber and Hope in 
God, 18, in divine 


Providence, 73, 75. 

279. God's Name the 

Foundation of it, 242. 

Turk and Goodneſs 

of God, 220, 221, 
229. and Mercy, 202 
See God, F aithtulnelſs. 

V | 
AniTy of Man 
as mortal, 62. and 
Condeſcenſionof God, 
217. of worldly Proſ- 
perity, 287. 

VicE though proſperous 
not to be envied, 19, 
58. 

Victory over Death, 
74. over temporal 
nemies, 40, 406, 410. 

VIRTVUESVs, chriſtian, 
283. 

UNCHANGEABLE God, 
120, 130, 302, 304. 

UN FRUITFULNESS, 
284. 

UNIVERSE, God the 
Governor of it, 142: 

Vow, the Chriſtian's, 
389. paid in the 
- Church, 160, 162. 


Uen IcHT, God their 


I N PD EX. 


teous Their Ways 
known to God, 256, 
WW 
WW AirinG for Par- 
don and Direc- - 
tion, 81, 33, 48. 
Wenk, Prayer and Hope 
in it, 42 Succeſs in it 


from God, 416. 
WARFARE, Chriſtian, 


358. 


| W ATCHFULNES$,-38 3, 


daily, 213. 
WickED, expoſed to 
divine Diſpleaſure, 114. 
their Way and End, 
1, 4, 13. 58, 60, 280. 
WoRb of God, its Ex- 
cellency, 8. Inſtruc- 
tion, 166. Delight in 
it, 1, 167. Pertection, 
168. Holineſs and 
Comfort from it, 277. 
See Scripture. 
Works of God, his 
Wiſdom in them, 153. 
wonderful, 222. 
WoRsHIP, public, its 
Advantages, 94. 124. 
delight in it, 95, 115. 
with Reverence; 130. 
Pleaſures, 93, 144, 
181,182. God's Bleſs- 
ing on it deſired, 195. 
WoRLp, its Creation, 
Preſervation and iſ- 


Portion and Happi 
neſs, 244. See Righ- 


ſolution, 295, 336. 


I N D E X. 


WRATH and Pride op- 
poſite to the Chrij- 
tian Character, 383, 

EAR, 


Y 
* the Revo- 
lution of it improv 
ed. 395, 398. W aſte o 
thoſe which are paſt 
396. the Poſſibility o 
dying in the preſent, 


|[Ycxe of Chriſt eaſy, 
379. 

YouTH adviſed and cau- 
tioned, 385, 386. 


Z 
oN, her Glory 
and Defence, 264. 

its Citizens, 11, 12, 46. 
aſking the Way to it, 


397. See New Year. |. 


The 


E N D. 


387. and Sinai, 371. 
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